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Germs MIA "Richie Dagger, I'm 
boy that no one owns" 


Void Bootleg discography "How 
people that I don t know? Who are you and why am I here? 


ReinforceOQhe Life Thug.Free 87" "Channel your sobriety 
to productive avenues and selfless deeds.Don't bo the 
virus be the vaccine, if you really got the edge you'll 
know what this means. THIS IS NOT THE END" 

Modern Lovers Precise Modern Lovers Order Cn "Roadrun- 


young and haggard. The 


can I ever grow around 


ner, roadrunner, Going. faster miles an hour. Gonna 


drive out.on the turnpike...with the radio on" 

The Television Personalities-Yes Darling, but is it art? 
“they listen to the dj and pogo with their best friends 
and all the young girls start to cry when they see billy 
Posing at the roundhouse(roundhouse 

Frail Make your own noise ©) "Who removed our heart? 

Who took us apart?" 


Youth of Today s/t?" "We've got to disengage. And I 
think it's sad that our society's gone mad, Possessed 


by taking more than we need." 
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SOUNDTRACK: 


The Insurgent If Will Be That Sound CD "Beautiful kid 
in a New Year's sway, I hove you get it back someday" 


the fx Disturbing Domestic Peace CD "I'm a human car, 
people drive me veople drive me people drive me crazy" 
Cap'n Jazz analnhabetapoléthology "I can't stand stand- 
ing here like this and I can" t take taking any of your 
talk serious. swimming eves and spitting whys splitting 
ties we realize. Missed kisses blown through blue night 
air" 

The Zombies Odessey and Oracle LP "And I won't forget 
the way you helped me up when I was down. And I won't 
forget the way you said "darling, I love you. You gave 
me faith to go om, now and then. And we've only just 
begun. This will be our year, took a long time to.come" 
The Wrangler Brutes tave "You blew it. Look ak in the 
mirror. Everyone thinks you're pathetic. Write a song 
about yourBelf in second person as if the whole thing 
were some sort of weird joke" 

Swing Kids Discography "Mayhe it's because we're all 

So incomplete" 


ag what we Wave hara is what vou would call a collection of the better days. Tavs that pulled ann 


ekrained arainst the mediocritv of what we eall life here at this noirt of civilizatior. Among ae AL T 
triad to null tarether somethine alons the lines of a zine. Now a year and a half later I'm putting the 
rail te the caffin of commuter disk Failures, rewpitinm the same x articles 3 times, scratched ٭7))‎ 


lavouts, Xerox machines breaking, a 2 month east coast trio, contributions that never came, scamming lots 
of conies ‘and generally trying to stay alive and have reasons to. I'd like to thank all the people who 
asked nhout the zine or renuinely anticipated it'd arrival, It's nice to know I'm not wasting my time. 

"hat I tried to attempt in vutting out a big issue is not So much a change in content as opposed to a 
hatter understanding of putting things into context, Sometimes £ feel that articles or stories are viewed 
in a different lieht or misundersttod hv those who aren't familar with me or the zine. So I think the 
writing will be hacked up some in a larger issue like this. E 

Also T noticed the disannearance of large hardcore zines and didn't want to See that happen, I'll trv to 
nyt out more in the future, even though it'd more of a st: in than my past 10-pages-folded-in-half -sized 
issues. I've also noticed the disappearance of zines in general. I blame this on people not supporting them 
expecting not to pay a Simple buck for them while dropping$3 on a 7" by some band they think is sorta ok. 
let's face it zines like Xx this one as well as other small personal zines aren't like the cruddy, bland 
thin newsprint zines(that plagued the mid- to late 90s) with circulations of 1,000 and filled with tons of 
Tat and kee Nitro records ads that always seemed to come from Denver, Colorado. We'd rather quit than mr 
run a Kung Tu records' ad, “hat we support with this crass capitalism is large run zines with unimaginative 
writing,reviewing the latest Victory garbage, Compare Jaded in Chicago with Jar Against the Idiots, both 
nonular Chicago zines at one point. But I don't think anyone in their right minds would say fT? was better. 
Yet JTC was able to have a 3,000 copy circulation while "ATI was around 300 copies with one dinky ad in the § 
back for the copy shop it was nrinted at. The reason why zines are shitty is cause we made them that way, í 
Tha Turvy is one of the best knovm nunk zines in Chicago, and it ain't that popular, But who really suonorts 
it? local labels? Radline distro? tue mope,.I could flip open a MRR or Heartattack and come across an ad 
hy even the smallest label, like the Munage collective dropping $35 on a Yeartatoaekad., That amount of cash 
could have a hierer ad in “he "ury for 7 issues, that would have been at least 1,500-2,000 copies and been 
better visahle in a small zine than a large one overfilled with ads, furthermore it would have been sneakt 
ine to it's own scene, where peonle may have actually heard of the band. The same goes for Sending stuff in 
to review, like anyone buys records on lackluster reviews. What this amounts to is people not seeing the 
beaütv of their own scenes, not trying to build a community of friends, but hoping to make it big nationa 1 
I don't give a fuck whatever the new hype band is-be it Career Suicide or Page 99, What matters is being 
crammed in a basement screaming along to lyrics that were never written down. Singing along to your friends 
thouchtsss and feelings cause they're your thoughts and feelings as well cause you share the Same RXRRYIM 
experiences, people, hometowns, whatever. Why put all your effort into bands coming around every 2 years. 
214128 vour own fuckin scene, man. The State of zines and Chicago bands is in a very sorry Dlaoeas right no 

jo let'g try a little harder to define the difference between a counter- and a sub-culture. 
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Regarding the profession of teaching, I have come to discover three triths | as an ultimate authority and) everything they say is right and truth. Easy when it 
which are neatly universal. They are as follows: | comes to the alphabet, but later on when we get to the more complicated stuff 
1. They cannot draw. Almost every teacher I've every had, before they draw a- like history, we don't feel like it could be questioned. It retards us in ways we 
diagram or something like that, wam the class that they can't draw before they don't even realize. It cripples our ability to question any authority. We are 


| goon to butcher even the simplest stick figures. This rule also extends to many taught that anyone older and who is in power is smarter than us and superior 


art teachers I've had, proving that old saying "those who can't, teach” | and to follow them blihdly, that there are experts and we should listen to them 
2: They, along with middle aged librarians, are the only people I've ever seen because we don't have the power ourselves to solve our own problems. It | 

| wear scarves with their outfits. Scarves and broaches, Tjust don't get it, | creates an unhealthy idea that hierarchy is natural. A hierarchy which doesh't 

|! 3. They can not work VCRs. | can't even count the amount of Qm hayel | actually exist in the real world (outside of institutions like school, church, and. | 


| seen an "educator" spend 15 minutes trying to start a movie. It's not like they business). We are sold on the idea of leaders instead of working together asa 
) | haven't had toluse this same equipment, uh...the whole school year and all the Whole and realizing that someone may know more thin us on a certain subject 
years previous (including earlier in the day with olher classes) and probably i in or perhaps has a good idea and that person could be any one of us and that. 
| their own homes. C'mon even a simpleton can tell you the problem i is either working together will provide benefits to all involved, This is behavior that i is | 


the TV/VCR button or it's not on Channel 3. Which leads me to the question, natural in group settings with our friends, blit we are taught it is incorrect. 
why are these people teaching us? | | One of the most damaging effects of institutionalized schooling į is that | 


| And [pen ps more important, how the hell 1 become one? | j | somewhere children's natural wonder about the world is beaten out of them. A | 
| | detis stolen | from us when we are young. Our natural playfulness i is frowned 


| It was eS P during that vapid wasteland of high ihodl that 1 began to upon subtly by sacial mores. Playfulness i is necessary | for experimentation and | 
"see my teachers were failures as human beings. T his was a little unnerving. I raises questions and i interests in the world around us and this allows: usto Brow. t 
could seg them being all the things that ] did not want to become. These adults I àm sure that as we get older we become accustomed to the world Sojwe don't 
were whol was suppose to be looking to for guidance, but what they knew” scrutinize things that we have see thousands of times before, but have you ever | 
and wanted to teach wasn't that important to me or anybody else as far asI | séena businessman stop and maryel at a strange escalator? I wonder if other 
could tell. It's only until later on that you gain a perspective, especially after n robbed that you can't just succumb to curiosity, that you have to put | 
| college when you see your friends get "real jobs", lAn idea t really hits you ona on aires of sophistication and knowledge. For instance you! lean’ stare at things | 
whole other level that teachers are just confused and fucked up people like on the street or crawl under a pool table to see how the balls return: people will 
| anyone else. T hat. they fell into these jobs, just the same as bank managers ahd laugh at you. Wonderment i$ subtle and also not so subtle. School i is part ofa 
hotel cleaning professionals. All that noble "molding children's future"! junk, society that breaks children's spirits. It steals their imagination away. Freewill is 
was horseshit once you realized-that they were people who were just regular: taken away. and barriers to how much they çan learn are put in. Learning | 


| slobs; slabs who I hated, who ate at McDonalds and bought their clothes from becomes work which they don't want to do because of the way il is s “ti I 


| sweatshops and didn't give a care about polities of third world countries. I | remember when my interest was sparked by an outside influence or something | 
couldn't see why I would listen to them warning us about drug use and safe sex that was briefly mentioned in a textbook and I wanted to leam on my own, but | 
when they went home to their Saturday football beers and failed love lives. I had no! time, motivation, or energy left, Strict school curriculum did not allow 
_once had a teacher who let us make a list on the board of various boyfriends! flexibi lity for anything else not approved by curriculum. It gives a natrow set | 
| she had and their plusses and minuses, until a girl called her a slut and left the of options which is very at odds with the idea of TEE à Dpportunity for | 


| room. The same teacher gave me a Saturday detention for poking atthe oc personal growth i is blocked by ritualism. — | I 
| peeling paint on the wall(class was, in fact, that boring) and then refusing to The most effective way to learn i$ when fueled by your own passion. Any] kid | 
| clean it up. These teache witl their small petty lives became even more | whoi is a practically an. encyclopedia on dinosaurs will tell you that the school 
“unbearable because they were tyrants who never allowed you to hestibn them system opposes this. It.shuts down kids who try to learn on their own by not 
| or speak out of turn, Tiny giants enforcing y rules about gum سو‎ and accepting their knowledge as "real" and not acknowledging that the skills 

| asking permission to urinate. | | | | | } (reading, comprehension, deduction, etc.)used are the same as in learning | 


| Also, I had several teachers who had it in m who h Hated me for reasons. traditional sübjecls. It presents only one right path or answer, which is an 
“like my haircut or the clothes T wore, no different from the idiots m my own age. incredibly fascist approach. So it's no wonder that kids don't care about school... 
1 hada thacher threaten | te to other students after] left} for lunch bver | Itidoes not appeal to their interests or show relevance to their lives. It forces 
* discussion in my c tive writing dass "You better tell your little tend to d گت‎ nytime ae igs 1s ps ed l e this even if itis n ا‎ d 
_ watch out" Another teacher who fllinked me jn thd driving s¢ction of driver": 
` ed was also the one ‘trying to give = detentions för the|clotljes I SENT a 
| friend John had i و مل‎ atedly called i alfa 


class at least 3 or 4 time: because he had a dóctor's notd explaining 


—-— play- Tootball-becauge-of injury. — 
These were the people in charge " mental development. The stu 


~learmas muchras the teacher and min "were intel c dwa 
are high school kids, bodking| tours on their awn ahd rockin 1 put ir H basemen Š 
"across thé country that will ka kijów more about passion, polities, an ‘break-away from the group tq learn. Therei alarge un "» 
. any tradition sel schooling Had to offer. It was re really helpful to know thi is. that relies not just i in the social sense but the academic one a 

"there was another world out there and tliat school didn't really me: n anything y Well. Pre-teéns carefully chdose their stereotypes and fall into step with thém. 
But, still; everyday 1 Just felt that I was wasting my time. Dropping out of high Discussing how ridiculous that idea is in the Jr, High getting would take pages 
school is one of the smartest things you could do. The school system is one of and pages, but it is important to note that it does play an important role in how 
the worst things to ever get involved with. I agree with the original concept of damaging the social system, that runs ¢o-current to the school system, is to our 


minator. | 


it, that to spend tax money on schools you will haye more productive | ability to learn. It hinders education a great deal. In such a pressurized system, | 
| communities and everyone will benefit from it. But few of us five in it is difficult to ask questions or participate or gel along with others. 
`. | contmiunities anymore and schools haye just kesh preparation for | The thought of breaking up ideas into several subjects forces people to think in 


employment. You're not taught education, you're taught how to play the game. like-minded) boxes and ignores that many ideas overlap all these categories. 

At first introduction to the educational system, kindergarten is designed to ease Isn't it important when reading literature to know the time frame of when the 
children into the totalitarianism of the classroom environment; to break down book was written? Or what the social and psychological implications on society 
the wild children and get them used to the way things work. What's perhaps, 9f technology and scientific advances? | 
saddest is that these are their formative years, Not much is taught in terms of What is it we leam and why? I'd constantly hear in math class, "Why do I even 
information; mostly it's a form of babysitting and installing obedience. They need to learn this stuff?" Often said with a frustrating sigh as the teacher 

lcarn to play games that emphasis adjustment and assimilation. This prepares ignored the question or reprimanded the student. Once I heard a teacher say 
them to leam without question in the "proper way". The teacher is introduced that it helps teach logie, which I could agree with in theory but it wasn't carried 


H 


| out that way. In fact, math requirements were increased and enforced into the — | job, so who could tame them for being zy? I'm sure those that teach 


curriculum as a result of the cold war. The government didn't want the | social studies for 30 years straight e inclined to put it on auto-pilot. And | 
| Russians scientifically smarter than-us or to beaten into space before the ٦ all the stuff I've been- talking veas planned donspiracy, but only the 
USA. So the same time that math and science requirements bulked up they | | effects of not paying attention to “pt we are doing, or giving serious | 
| also added the phrase "One Nation Under God" in the Pledge of reu | attention to the situation. T'm sure nb tea her thinks that they are eyil, but | 
which they started forcing kids to mumble eyery morning. | | | many don't recognize the damage they cause or: ‘unable to help it 


I never had a history class that went up to present day or even past WW II, | because of the way the system is sel up. i j 
| really. Those events are even more releyant than the history that we were | | And then after you graduate its the biggest joke ofall, Because we didn't | 
taught and retaught unsuccessfully since grade school. Why didn't we learn | | learn enough, you are sentenced to 4 mofe years, if you're rich enough. | 
about Vietnam? Why didn't we haye any classes that discussed the present — And then the leaming situation gets-a- litde- bit better. bul is still severely 
day situation? I couldn't see anything relevant to my life. The majority of lacking. But it doesn't matter what you gam, it's where you go and if you 
school revolved around the teacher giving us facts and then a little while later got even money to attend-It's m circle of privilege, like only those who | 
we would be tested on the regurgitation of those facts. It was simply exercises graduated ivy league schools can send their kids there. College is a 
in memorization. So most times we had nothing to learn so we were giving business like any other institution. W's à system of diplomas. Its worlds | 
busywork, I spent my time giving presentations where Í splashed the class better than what high sı School c uld ever offer, though. But still, I hate 
with water or spelled out secret codes in school assignments. I was threatened | academia, just becatise your t S aré not cased in fancy padded words 


| to lose points | if it kept up. A lack of passion or interest leads to-boredom. — ۰۷ھ‎ your intelligense-anymore valid then 
Boredom leads to wasting your life or learning contentment in wasting your the next person. | | 

| life, The mind numbing routine. We are trained to turn off our brains and fill So how did 1 become teacher? Wethny friend Aaron asked me to teach 
oul) worksheets and other pointless busy work. Worksheets did not teach me an ESL class once a week. Mast if not all my students were older than me. 


just the idea that it's natural for one 
t than others. ud so we got together 


analytical thinking but to plug in easy answers quickly, automatically. We I didn't feel any sort of formality, 
spend each year aller the next reviewing all the same subject matter with | of us to Know more about one subj 
more detail each time around, But never really seem to learn anything new. as equals and shared the 

There was no discussion of why the concepts or events we leamed about were The'hardest part was stutf Li y A elf makina sure I got ideas 
important. Anyone could quickly pull up a fact in a book or the internet, but across clear and easily. Trying] to figure out how best to do that and finding 
to understand it and then interpret it and then apply it to-something productive— methods and end pel ad nttq-what-we-were-eaming and not just 


is where real knowledge stems from. This seems like a radical concept, but i time burglars, being open and asking the students what they wanted to 
| shouldn't be, it should be the obvious: | | know about or if I was being helpful Tt didn'trequire re inventing the 
| Most teathers! wouldn't bother to do this because as from the hours of wheel just the environment thi that we put ourselves in. Mostly I think it came 
busywork I had T learned that the job ofa teacher sucks just like any other | down to respect. We are all students and all teachers, formalizing it is crap 
| | that! has to do with ego boosts osed stature. 


|| 


When that train came in, I was going to be on it. Colmar, PA to Baltimore, MD and I was halfway 
there. I felt like I was in some perfect symphony, like every movement of my arm carried it's 

own self importance. I was feeling so goddamn cinematic, it was a good way to be. Outside a des- 
olate train stop in the late of the afternoon, bouncíng a tennis ball I'd found against the brick 
of the station for an hour or so in the new spring sunshine like some damn overgtowh kid with 
everything sprawled out, a bicycle, my skateboard, my bookbag open and the things I'd packed hap- 
hazardly scattered around. Bouncing a ball against a goddamn wall in the sunshine and waiting for 
a train. Everything I did carried an aire of purpose all it's own. Eating stolen peanut butter 
with a spoon or digging out yesterday's small town papers out of the trash, changing my wet socks 
and feeling the bare concrete against the bottoms of my UNE x 

I got up'that morning at 4am. It was the day of the pope's funeral, We listened to it as we drove 
through the rain, the professor and me. He was taking a group of students to the UN in New York 
City and was headed to the UNiversity in West Chester to pick them up. I was able to catch a ride 
with him. He ran the intern house and it was my last day on the farm and I was planning on riding 
out to the end of the line stop over state lines to catch the last train for 3 days. 45 miles to 
go and it was pouring down like all hell. The night before too and it didn't stop. Everything was 
all soaked. The convience store he dropped me off at was alive in neon among the dry eyed people 
reluctant to start work among the delivery truck run downs. Some black and white bright snine 
romance from a movie in the 40s. The rain soaked streets reflecting life while everything is on 


the calm. I waited it out a bit, butsoon I found myself rollin 
on a bicycle with no brakes. The wet h 
Z grass shooting up off the back tire and on my back 30 lb 

bag that pulled and yanked at my shoulders. I stuffed some t-shirts under the ان‎ um بر‎ te the 
time I got to New York a week later, I had these Stange lumps in my armpits. Huffing and Sweatin 
it out, feeling greasy under a couple layers of clothes, as I watched the distance keep moving I 
farther and farther back the closer I got. Down Country roads and puddle splashed highway lanes 

5 


my fingertips shriveled up with my pant legs grimy and soiled. I 
was going. I was motion. The start. s: وت‎ had it all to my back, though. I 


g down hills in perpetual sogginess 


I had some maps of train yards and 30 dollars, bounding bravely across the east, thumbing down 
rides, waiting for conductors to take me rambling through another series of lonely stagnant towns 
filled with all the desolate people waiting out their lives. I was through with it. I knew that 
sadness, the kind that finds you in the smallest places and hangs around, all around, everywhere, 
Between the bed and the blanket, inbetween lampshades, under covers, in my lungs. The empty space 
of air. Well L was moving, and even if it was only a footstep ahead of where I'd been, over and 
over again, it was something. I had been so sick waiting for something, anything; knowing what 

I wanted and what I couldn't have, 
I was thinking a lot about a hometown girl I knew and all the things I was going to say to her. 
About how after she left there was this void and I was so sick of being stagnant and felt that I 
had to go too, how I left home for 2 months and tried to grow a beard , but couldn't, and rode 
uphill on a broken bike for 45 minutes to work 9 hours on the farm, and then sat around, after I 
made dinner,in a cold room with nothing to do but lay in bed or read or play with the cats, how 
I learned,that you can't lock yourself up to write cause all your thoughts float away. And you're 
just yourself,alone, but different somehow. 
But I never did say any of this. I never really got a chance. And when I got home it was the 
same story, only worse, cause it was half a year down the road and I'm still the same, still 
Stuck in the same dying place, trying to work something out, ro get off of it all, but still keep 
it close to mv breast. 
It was after 15 miles that I hitched a ride. This charming man, well dressed in a range rover 
with a bike rack. He loaded the bike in the back though, next to some wierd cylinders. A nice 
enough guy even if he did ask me "You're not a serial killer.or anything, are you?" 
I gave the customary laugh and replied with something equally cornball like "No, I gave that up 
years ago" 
That day he was playing hooky from his job as a high school history teacher to pick up some fancy 
beer kegs, those cylinders. We made small talk about it. He said tó me "The state troopers 


„would've picked you up" The road had turned from a busy 4 lane street to a highway pretty fast. 


He let me know that when the grass median springs up between lanes, it's officially a highway and 
they won't let you ride your bike. He 7 got into üis own story about riding cross 
country with a friend of his, about 10 years ago. They started out in Oregon 
and rode straight to the other ocean. lie said they'd be riding through small 
towns and the people were so friendly they would just wave off their 
porch and yell out "Do you want to come in for dinner?" Even this 80 
yeas old woman fixed them a meal from scratch and for the 20 other 

people who showed up, including the mayor who gave them a key to the 
city and everything. Crazy, huh? 
He told me’he was so suprised by 
happy td return 


how nice people were that he was just 
the hospitality. He gave me some yarn : 
about how I never would have made it on 
time with that bike and it's a good thing; he 
had come along. Though I didn't want to admit 
it, he was probably right and the leather did 
run smooth on the passenger side. He took me about 
25 miles to the next state and even a couple of 
exits past his to set me on the right road. I shook 
his hand and he wished me luck and there I was alone 
again with empty roads and the fields of notning, 
still trying to make that train in time.and with 
a another story to tell for.deaf ears tnat ended with 
i what a fine city Baltimore is to ride a train into. 
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The Fury: For those not in the know, how did you find yourself in this situation and 
have you tried any escape attempts? 

J-Bot: Yes, I've have tried to make escape attempts. But the first part of the 
question, I played in a bunch of bands for years and couldn't get along with the 
people in the bands and I eventually decided to quit cause I couldn't deal with either 
the other bandmates' drug use or just the personalities so I thought I'd build robots 
and they would do what I say and it would be a lot easier. And untortunately I can't 
get along with robots either so I ended up getting captured, and I had an accident 
with coffee on the CPU board. It was this whole, big mess. Basically woke up one 
day with half my head shaved and this.., they called in a biocerebral chip in my 
head and, uh...that sucks. So I've tried to escape but they activate this chip that I 
was telling you about, it's like uh, how would you explain it, ikea shock basically, 
like a seizure, almost and fall to the ground and stuff like that. But these robots are 
fucking jerks, man I hate them so much. 

TF: I've watched you set up and it takes a long time, I was wondering about the 
robots, Is it harder touring with robots or humans, not just the maintenance, but 
obviously there's a lot of inner group turmoil. 

J-Bot: Of course. It's a tough call. I think it's easier to tour with robots. I'm much 
better at dealing with a large work load and sitting down and doing something then 
dealing with people back fighting and being bitchy and being inconsistent. You know 
that whole "people are playing ya" and stuff like that. I can't handle that very well 
and the drama; I can't handle that. Luckily the robots that are mean to me are 
always mean and I used to it. And, you know, there are maintenance problems. I 
need to fix stuff, often. The only choice I have is to sit down and do it. And so it 
works out ok. 

TF: How long does it take to build, I know they probably take different lengths of 
time, but how long, on average does it take to build a single robot? 

J-Bot: It definitely varies quite a bit. The new GTRBot and the horns took the 
longest out of all the robots to build just cause they're so many components. 
GTRBOT, I think, took the longest because there's so many components and even if 
one is screwed up the whole thing doesn't work right. It could range anywhere from. 
one month to six months. 

TF: There this feeling that was especially prevalent in the 50s and 60s, that 
technology would be the wave of the future and solve all our problems. Lately 
people have been very cynical about this and it's fallen short of expectations and 
actually created a bunch of different problems. I was going to ask you if you had 
any thoughts on this but also this relates to the whole thing about- will robots 
always eventually turn against their masters? Is it something we can ever really 
control? And also was the industrial revolution a mistake? 

J-Bot: As for 'is the 60s idea of technology, is that a good thing or a bad thing', the. 
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I first saw Captured by Robots sometime In the 
last century at a late show at the fireside. At that 
point late shows were a haven for all sorts of late 
night weirdoes, art damaged kooks and an 
assortment of hipsters doofuses in their late 20s 
In Hawaiian shirts with long boards. Near the front 
of the stage I looked on In amazesgent at the 
detall of the intricate work. I had been told that 
the robots played, but with some skepticism I 
didn't expect much. J-Bot was doing hls sound 
check and as he meekly asked for "more vocals.in 
the monitor" one of the robots came alive, eyes 
ablaze and shouted out In a metallic timbre "Why 
don't you just sing louder PUSSY!?!" 
Holy...Shit...Captured by Robots. Captured by 
fuckin robots, man. They were ruthless, this poor 
guy in a face mask and chalns had insults upon 
insults hurled at him while they forced him to sing 
these embarrassing songs. It was brutal. Back 
then, )-Bot had a electronic panel to his chest 
with a keyboard fused to a guitar neck and 
stomped on two pedals that were triggered to 
play the drums. He had 2 robots and a loveable 
ape, who moved, played their Instruments, and 
spoke harshly as thelr eyes lit up. Every time I've 
seen him previously the bots have grown In 
strength and numbers to the point of being fully 
automated. To give you a taste of what I mean 
GTRBOT plays a double neck bass/guitar with 
clamps on each fret as well as flanges to pluck the 
strings. 

I was in awe through the whole thing. To kê 
that much time, discipline, and skill to bulld 
robots to play music in shitty clubs across the 
natlon has to be commended. Everyone who I've 
taken to a show has felt the same way, One 
commented "Even if you don't like the music, it's 
still an incredible show" I don't think you could 
ask for a better compliment. Regardless of taste 
or objectivity or any of that junk, to be able to 
completely enjoy a band like this is amazing and 
rare. I can honestly say that if they come to your 
town and you go see them, you will not be 
disappointed, Let that sink In. 
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problem with technology and humans is that we're constantly evolving‏ گا 
and once we have something it becomes the norm and then we want‏ 
more and more and more. We've opened the Pandora's box with the‏ 
beginning of the industrial revolution and even from the beginning,‏ 

Eug Pandora's box from the time a human walked upright and held a club, 
that was the beginning of technology and to see where it's progressed 
in electronics and computer and stuff like that. It just basically keeps 

MIS going from there. The problem is with...you'know how they say "Mo! 

= money, Mo' problems"? Well same thing with this, Mo' technology, Mo' 

problems because we don't adapt quickly enough for the things that 
we're developing. It's only a matter of time before we misuse the 
technology and you see how it advances, but then there's problems 
with it, which create more ills, which we use more technology to try 
and solve. But there's really no end for it, we gonna keep going until 
the eventual demise of humanity whether it be through nuclear war or 
robot overthrow. But, there was another part of that question... 
TF: I think it was "will robots eventually turn against man?" Which I 

EI think you're saying "Yes" 

J-Bot: Yeah, I think so. It's just a matter of time. Right now, probably‏ کے 

Mg the highest form of robot technology people have in their homes these 

IS days is the Roomba, it seems. It's not that high yet. We have 
computers, but no physical actuators to that. Once we get to the point 
where processing power gets just crazy big on computers and when 
we have some sort of uninterruptible power source. That's basically 
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what I think limits a lot of it. We're limited by battery technology and a 
lot of the mechanical stuff, electro-mechanical, is holding us back in a 
way with robotics. I think there's a lot of processing power out there. 
And you're always talking about the power needs of something like 
that. And once that's solved, I think things and going to grow by leaps 
and bounds and then it's just a matter of time. We just keep GTRBOT 666-His cold hearted hate burns 
developing. The computers've already developed computers now, but in the glow in his red eyes. Sways side to 
‘then to see what computers actually start working towards, you know, side as he plays guitar and bass 

whatever the brain system of a robots gonna be, whether it's = simultaneously 

positronic matter or whatever, it's just a matter of time before they 
¿advance into basically a life form and from there it's anybody's guess, 


O49 ANY 


-Along with GTRBOT, they 
were the original robots to enslave J-Bot. 
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but I think they're not gonna wanna be held down by "the man", as it Head spins as he spits out insults. 

were, and then we're doomed. AUTOMATOM-2" drum unit, spews anti- 
TF: It's interesting that you tour the underground punk circuit, is there ہچ‎ human hatred from beyond his razor sharp 
a distinct reason for this? Are you trying to stay DIY? teeth located at his base 

J-Bot: Well, I've always been in the sort of underground punk world | f The Ape Which Has No Name-He ain't no 


goddamn bear! 


Son Of TAWHNN.Like his father, but 


j with all the other bands I was in, it just makes sense, for me, ina 
way. Plus we don't fit in in many other places, for playing shows and 

i performing and stuff. The art dorks don't dig us cause we're....as soon smaller, showers J-Bot with love and 
as the robots start calling everybody names and calling people kindness, plays tambourine 
fuckfaces and wanting them to die. And once the music gets rockin’, H -A full horn section 
they just wanna go hide. They expect it to be 12 tone, neo-classical . played by 3 decapitated androids 
bullshit that we're going to play, like, I don't know if you've seen, 
there’s a lot of robot music outfits out there like that are mostly more 
museum style music, where you go to see an art exhibit and you'd 
hear some robot playing music, but it wouldn't be rocking, it wouldn't 
be whatever, I think art people think it's a little too pedestrian, but for 
me that's the music I like, that's the music I wanna listen to and want 
to rock out to. So it's a good fit. Yeah, I wouldn't change anything. 
TF: What about, not just the art scene, but how are you perceived by 
non-punks, who may not be as open minded about a group of robots 

| singing songs about wetting the waterbed? 

J-Bot: That's old 
TF: I bring this up cause you've been playing bigger shows lately, like 
af how did the audience that went to see H.I.M. react to seeing you? 

, J-Bot: Well that's a whole different bag of crap. The H.I.M. crowd is 
sort of like, well not all of hem a lot of them, but mostly like the kids 
who shop at Hot Topic and stuff like that. For a band like me to go up 
there, it was very strange, cause they didn't want to see any bands 
besides H.I.M. So it was interesting. We heard this one heckle where 
this kid said (in kiddie voice) "Get off the stage" and the robots 
proceeded in ripping the kid a new one saying like "Why don't you go 
suck your mommy's titties?" And the crowd just went crazy. We can 
hold our own in those situations, but we do best headlining. A lot of 
times people just can't follow us, unless it's a band that has a crazy 
following. But overall, we've been doing bigger shows cause frankly, I 
think the band's been getting a lot better. It's to the point now where 
the robots can play black metal faster than a lot of bands I know. Like 
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blast beats, DRMBOT's just blazing through that stuff. I would compare us to almost any band these days, and say thàt we could hold our 
oan chop wS, and in, you know, song writing. I think we've advanced a lot in the last 2 years by leaps and bounds and it's just gonna 

eep growing. > 
TF: Going back to the bigger shows, I know you played with Public Enemy, What did Flavor Flav think? 
J-Bot:He wasn't there. He was in jail. When I read that in the email you sent, all I could say was that Flavor Flav was in jail and I was 
pissed about that. And I was also amazed at how tiny Professor Griff is. He's a little tiny, and he was the one talking all this shit about the 
jews and I'm a jew and I was like "Yeah, you gonna talk all this shit about the jews, little man?" You know, he's a little guy. I don't feel 
threatened by little men. Fuck him. 
TF: I think that the Teddy Bear Orchestra is a brilliant idea, will you ever be able to do it and also explain it for people who don't know? 
J-Bot: Well, that's quite a ways away, but one of these days I'm gonna start a new thing where I make a big orchestra of teddy bears 
basically, and have it be...1 don't know whether I'd do like a big band style, like jazz big band or make it just more orchestra style of Teddy 
Bears playing all the instruments and then have me be sort of a, what's that guy's name....uh....oh, fuck.... I can't believe I can't 
remember his name right now. He was a famous band leader who would just tear people apart and he would be like "You call that a fuckin' 
C? You think you're not gonna be heard? You're playing fuckin' clams out there" and he just went off on the band members. There were like 
all these bootleg tapes of this guy yelling at his band members on the bus and stuff like that. Um....Buddy Rich, that's who it was. There 
was this one guy in his band who was like "Fuck this. I'm gonna record him and send the tape all over" So he's long dead, but it's just 


hilarious cause the tapes are still out there. When you hear it, it's just like I can't believe how harsh this guy is being to this band. He says 
shit like "I'll replace your ass with a fuckin 18 year old from Kansas City! Think I won't do it? Try me. Try Me!" Oh my god, it's so brutal. 
But I'm basically gonna make the teddy bears cry and stuff like that cause I'm gonna be the real evil one in it. But again it's gonna be 
similar to Captured By Robots in the way that they're gonna play all the music, all by themselves. It's gonna be huge, like the undertaking 
is gonna be a lot more set up than I do now. There's probably gonna be up to 20-30 instruments, where right now I only have 6. Right now 
I don't have the time, but we're doing this next tour coming up in mid-april and then we're not doing the fall tour next year. We're taking 
the time off and I'll be rebuilding a lot of the robots and sort of taking it to the next level with the band, a lot more motions, a lot more 
intricate qualities to the music and to the robots themselves; double sticks on kick drum, on snare drum, on all the toms to really be able to 
create some sounds that I've never been able to do before. If it blows people's minds now, then they're heads just gonna fall off their ass 
when they see us play. Right now DRMBOT can play double kick with her single kick pedal. She can do like 16th note triplets, she can play 
with her kickdrum with just one pedal, so if there's 2 pedals: it's gonna be an abortion. It's gonna be so fast. People won't even be able to 
stand it. It's just, uh...I can't wait. 

TF: Just one last question, how come your guts dried out by now? 

J-Bot: I got a constant lubing system, it's my blood and sweat and tears lubing my guts every night. For the last couple of shows, we've 
been doing theme tours, so for some of them my guts were actually stuffed back in. Like when we did the Ten Commandments tour, did 


you see that one? 
TF:uh, no, I saw you that year right before you did that. 
J-Bot:Ok. We've changed a lot. Since the Ten Commandments we've gotten a lot more metal and we've gotten a lot more intricate with 


everything. For the Ten Commandments I was playing Moses. And Moses never had his guts ripped out, so the guts had to go back in. For 
the Richard Gene Simmons-Get Fit with Captured by Robots Tour, I had always wanted to see Richard Simmons guts get ripped out, so I 
figured that one would be ok and the latest tour we just finished was the Captured by Robots Get Star Trekked:The Next Generation and 
that one Jean-Luc Piccard never had his guts ripped out as well, so again, the guts went back in. The next tour we're doing is Captured by 
Robots gets Married, which is going to be so much fun. We're doing covers, we're basically gonna be a wedding cover band for a tour, 
getting people married, like, at the show and stuff like that. It's gonna be awesome 


TF:Did you get one of those ordained Minister things online? 
J-Bot: Oh, I am ordained as of now, as about a couple of weeks ago I am, so I'm all ready. I will be marrying people! 


سے رہد ارسیت ہے کہ Se‏ | نے ۸ا یقت 
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old generation of racists who are cosch- sive cae ear «d ا‎ ae 
ing the younger ones into hatred, R:Oh, uh anke. hives; some of the 
DJiSo where do you think it’s headed? Por Ü things {’disliked about the ںو‎ the 
example, do you think theres potential the §2/*83 straightedge thing. I’m reall, 
in New York for these racial tensions to reluctant to get into any kind of a move- 
spill over into opem “werfare"-like the ment that’s permeated with elitism., There 
endless geng battles in Los Angles only 


š were just-a lot of pooole into it that 
on racial lines? I mean, I know it’s hard @ Were very exclusionary, and kind of hyp 


to make that comparasion because the gang ocritical-because they wero excluding a 
hostilities are fueled by drugs and money, Í lot of very good people from their croup, 
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"eye for an ey! mentality where one side 1 } i 

is always retaliating agsinst The other? کے‎ Riwall, you'll etwas find elitiom yn on 
R: Unfortunately, I think that’s already subculture.-But I definately think that 
happening. We just came back from tour, you'll find a lot of peoplé involved in 
and I would talk to و‎ in other citie, that whole straightedge deal who are very 
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ur Legende philosophies: ever? people ples that this country was tome Se, DJiWhat should people Ae give a shit, 
hypooricy could ype tna dee pup یں‎ do love thie country...for the ' Passen Petitions, rend information, hola 
گے‎ ^ pont patt. But nationalism soos against ys... d 
6 69 point, What's Up with UNDEADOG “a: مو‎ THING this country was built on. 0ن ا بش سیا‎ dossn”t go the VER- 
t country was founded on revolution, ; routo and handout pol: 
record plans? I heard stories about . info 15 political 3 
Profile/Rock Hotel? Thomas Jefferson himself said "The lib- سو ا تد و‎ 


RiChris Williamson asked us to do a rec- 
ord. It turned out that he wanted to do 
everything- produce "8, manage us and 
own our label, He came to one rehearsal, 
told us how he wanted us to sound, and 
We decided that we didn’t want to sign 
with hin under those conditions, 
DJ:That s kind of odd that for one of the 
most popular bands in New York, you dont, 
even have any concrete plans for nn albums 
yet./obviously, this interview ia kind " 


P . 
y "n? 


$ n 

in the band who’s an aspiring political ¥ 
activist. Uh...that/s a good question, TW 
don't know that it would sit well with 
the- other members of the band. But I ado, 
myself, write letters 
do sign petitions. It’s hara to spread 
yourself so thin, ` 


deviants, and NEVER blind patriotism, 
That always leads to totalitarianism, 
and beating =m people up over their dis- 
agreeing with the United States zovern- 
ment is a hypocritical thing to do. 
DJ:Do you think that the right wing in 


Z C is more vocal because it’s more 
Z fashionable to be conservative in New 
4 


old...their record's out on Caroline now, = 
yipl—ea,/ York hardcore? 


Ie L, RiThet probably has Something to do with 
R:iTell me about it. e انحوی‎ Y F 
| Dean;Fuck that record shit, men,/leaves/ | A lt. It’s strange, I'11 see some of the 
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DJ:Well, okay-It s almost I990, you're 
23 years olà in the largest city onc Bae 
Earth...what ars you gonna do with your 


life? 

f game kids who Supposedly hold these 

FEE a strange turn of avents. | f values which ere left wing running ar~ Da gL. sl 

| i Pk to "Fizht for your ‘ 
DIVA sbout...hm...whet about Debbie | Š £o to a WARZONE show, 


I 
R:I liked her, but...a11I had ever heard 
her sing was "Only in my dreams", and 
when I saw her in some videos..,well, 


She ^s a that سے‎ I hata to say it. [76/15 — GY و‎ 
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P. 0. Box 527, Bloomingdale, IL, 60108 
ü ind48@graffiti.net 


lany other styles available, check out W W W. 48ind. Com 


. for more details. 
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V: I think the name is veg 
say they saw my shit herg 
everywhere. People come 
name as Vegan. People yt 
Fame is definitely a big ام‎ 
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majority of my pieces in the suburbs are gone 
like off the highway, 294, 355 any of that shit 3 
really quick. 

TF: You were talking about reclaiming space, what do you hope to 
accomplish? What do you want the end result to be? 

V: I would love for the art to last. To see paintings everywhere. 
For people to say "I'm here". 

TF: Is it to take something stale and beautify it or- 

V: To maybe not beautify it, but to change it, to show it's stale. 
People don't notice when it's a bare brick wall but you put some 
paint on it, people take note. I’m sick of seeing these ugly blank 
walls everywhere, it’s like we as a people have no soul, everything 
must be bland and boring and off limits and safe. Fear has 
overtaken this country and it's like I'm trying to say I'm not 
scared and lighten up and fuck you, all while having some fun. Let 
us reclaim our humanity. 

TF: Are their any places you won't paint? what's off limits and 
why? 

V: I try not to paint on people's personal property say like their 
automobile or their house. I try to stick more with state property 
like bridges or transit or even buildings are fine with me, like 
businesses. That's fine. I try not to effect people personally in a 
negative way. Like I'm not going to sit on someone's porch and do 
a piece off the redline. People do do that though 

TF: What about more broader than that? Not just property, no one 
really bombs people's apartment, they realize that's a pain. The 
only example I can think of is putting up a big tag in a school 
building that had profanity or like a funeral home. Are there places 
that you've seen where you're like "That's fucked up. I wouldn't 
tag there"? 

V: A lot of gang graffiti is in stupid spots like that. There was one 
on the school building across the street from my house. It was 
one of those crowns with the pitch fork and all the numbers and 
stuff. Usually that's the stuff I see on inappropriate places like on 
the back of a church. I think generally amongst graffiti writers 
that have been around for a while, they aren't going to do real 
stupid things like that. 

TF: there's that dichotomy of actually putting your stuff up 
anywhere and reclaiming space and but then realizing that if you 
tagged a church that would make more people angry 

V: You try to reclaim the right space. But it's also weird too, 
because a fill on a cop car would be a cool thing to see, but people 
who say that's its wrong to tag on a church might also say that it's 
wrong to tag on a cop car or a bus or a CTA train. I think graffiti's 
made to break the rules so it isn't ever a fair game 


TF:how long have you been painting? And how many pieces do you 
think you've done 

VEGAN: l've been painting for 5 years. Hundreds, | don’t count them. 
TF: how did you get started? : 

V: I started doing stencils, Vegan stencils. Just some font I picked 
off the computer, I cut it out and started doing them everywhere. 
From there I got into doing big pieces with roller paint, then tags 
and then more elaborate pieces. 

TF: When did you first see Graffiti as a kid? 

V: I don't remember, probably the first time I rode the CTA or 
Metra or maybe just driving around with my dad. I remember I 
always looked at it for a long time before I actually started doing 
it. 

TF: It seems like something kids pick out but adults don't. Did you 
notice it once or was it a thing where it was already engrained in 
the culture? 

V:I don't remember like a first time, but must have been one. I 
remember all of a sudden I became aware. I was like "wow. There's 
writing everywhere like a little secret culture. I do remember the 
first writer I remember really seeing up a lot. ALONE, because he 
was up all over my neighborhood. 

TF: Did you like his stuff or not? 


V: He definitely inspired me to paint, just seeing his stuff every- 
where his style was fresh too. 

TF: Where was one of the first places you noticed it? Did you go to 
Hippy Hills(a forgotten corner of a park covered in graff under the 
highway where kids smok-ed pot) a lot? 

V: I went to Hippy Hills-like places, but not Hippy Hills specifically. 
When I was a kid I would go ride my bike and it would be around 
like in the forest preserve or wherever. It was always in the back- 
ground I remember as a kid, seeing a lot of hooded Klansman and 
swastikas and shit. Shit you don’t see so much of anymore. 

TF: Why do you think people would risk arrest, spend large 
amounts of money,... like you get nothing in return monetarily, to 
bring people art? Why is it important? 

V: The reward is in the creation for me. Just going out there doing 
something you're not suppose to be doing, that other people can 
see you doing. Sometimes when I do pieces people honk and shit. 
They honk because they see me. They see me out there doing 
something. Sometimes they're honking to sympathize or to yell at 
me, maybe both, depending on the person. Just the thrill of doing 
it and then going past it. Like I did a lot of stuff on the metra line 
and then ride it. They would be up there like everyday I rode, or 
like going past the highway spot, like every time I'd go past, I'd 
look "Hell Yeah, it's still there rockin” 

TF: What do you think is more important the actual act of doing it 
while you're doing it or trying to see the effect? 

V: Well they're both rewarding for me. For seeing, it's just great 
that you saw it and hundreds to thousands of other people saw it. 
Sometimes people see it for years. It's great to see how long it 
lasts. Sometimes it not even there the next day. It’s interesting to 
see how long it takes for a thing to disappear, a work of art 

TF: There was that one thing about Banksy, he was talking about 
like graff has always been the propagation of a name and he says 
the idea is dead in two thousand and five 

V:I disagree 

TF: I think what he was saying is that if you put something up, 
the art should be more important than the name. The reason I 
brought this up is-is fame relevant? ; 
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TF: Do you ever try to target something specifically? Like targeting TF:to get in? 

a McDonalds over freight or something? V: Yeah. | just hopped on my bike and was out of there. | had to hang out 
V:I selectively choose where | paint based on a number offactors.| in the cemetery for 2 hours while cops were driving by as fast as they 
do try to target certain things. McDonalds would be cleaned inan could with their lights on trying to get me.I ended up doing two more 


; 'e huildi ieces that night. 
hour ans [have tagged in the few McDonalds buildings | have F: What happened whit that court date you had, please explain that 


entered. Usually | stay away from spots that | know are just going to whole thing. 
disappear quickly and not really be seen. — — V:Oh yeah was painting with KNOWL and CHOKE in the city right off 
TF: Tell us about that time when you were painting across fromthe the blue line. We got caught up right as we were coming out of the spot 
state police station and that cop showed up? we had just painted. KNOWL was doing aago ht as an undercover 


V:I think that was the 6th time | painted this spot. It was not quite rolled by. They jumped out and grabbed L right away and me and 
dark yet. It was kinda dusk. A little early to be painting but I figured CHOKE tried to run on our bikes got down the block but the cops were 
just gonna run me over so | qave i d a actually ran and got far 
i 


I'd go for it.! had just finished my ماد‎ res all ofa eda liear away but there was a cop right on him. Me and KNOWL were already 
someone yelling behind me, | hear this lady Get over here you cuffed and in the back seat and we heard the cop say "I hit ‘em’ over the 
little fuckin punk" and | turn around and there's a barb wire fence radio. He got up and kept going and the cop hit Bim again. This time the 
in front of me and a cop right on the other side of that, a state cop got him. So we all got arrested, spent the د‎ in jail, got out at like 
trooper. l'm standing about three feet from her. Immediately | ran, 6 ٠٣ the morning, the usual deal. Then we ended up having to go to 


threw my can. Luckily | had cut the barb wire fence on the backof Court twice. They eventually just dropped the case. This guy showed up, 
the property owner or the property renter or something and he decided 


the fence- dn't want to press charges on us. 
———— ti 
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Like "dump bush" or “here today, gone tomorrow" just lyrics to songs like 
"we're sitting in a glass house" or "sick bodies, sick minds" 

TF: That's a weird one 

V: Yeah, no one would get that anymore. Yeah, well | kinda like doing 
little things like that... like Tour of Destruction when the Tour de France 
was going on and | was real inspired to ride my bike real far. For me it's 
more personal. Art, especially graffiti, is about me making the mark, 
leaving the mark, how it comes back to you. | know this one kid, he lives 
in Texas, he lives up here too. He saw one of my trains out in Texas. It's 
just cool that you're everywhere. You're in all these spots, at all these 
times until someone buffs you. 


Vegan would like to say thanks to everyone in Goes Crew for the 
support over the years, Knowl, Midas, Resn, Gezr, Athl, Dask, and 
Over and also to say what up to Paz, Who, Ster, Tenc, Choke, 
Jelie, Elise, Cor3, Slob and Alone. 
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TF: Why'd you have to show up twice? 

V: The judge continued it the first time, even though no one 
showed up just to be a prick. 

TF:Are there any influences you want to talk about or have people 
check out? 

V: I've been very influenced by Native American art, rock carvings 
and paintings and stuff, petrogliffs, Indian mounds. It's interesting 
how they were making their mark hundreds of years ago in sacred 
ways. | kinda think that graffiti is almost sacred for some people. 
TF:It's like a reinterpretation of leaving your mark on a certain time 
period 

V: Just think that those guys, their marks are still there after 
hundreds of years and then like even the early explorers they 
would go to cave paintings or wherever and they would etch 
"General Smith 1804" or something like that. It's a long history of 
mark making, especially in this country. It's real interesting | feel like 
I'm almost trying to bring that together. I do try to leave tag lines 
that are going to make people think. 


My fourth hitchhike wasn’t particularly 
successful. I was late for class again, this 


The weekend bus schedule is way less 
frequent, and I was looking at the 
Possibility of being an hour late to class. I 
was standing, lightly sweating, at the corner 
past my house. A middle-aged computer 
programming-looking type pulled out of the 
Gas station to wait at the red light. 

"Could you give me a ride? I’m late for 
class.” 

“Where are you going?” 

بی اج 

"Where's that?" 

"South." 

"Okay." 

I got in the passenger seat, buckled up, and 
smiled. He wasn't interested in chatting. "T 
can take you as far as 90/94." That was 
like % of a mile. 

"Cool. Where are you headed?" 
“Oakbrook.” Wowsers. This guy probably 
has cash. He obviously wasn't threatened 
by me by revealing this information. "I take 
90/94 into the loop and take 290 out." 

I thought for a minute. Really, this guy 
could drive me into the loop, and he could 
drop me off at an exit. I toyed with the 
idea of asking him to drive me further into 
the Loop. He didn't seem very happy to be 
driving me, so I thought I better not push 
my luck. We got to 90/94 and he wished 
me luck. I walked another ' mile to the 
train, bought a street elote, and was 30 
minutes late to class anyway. 


HITCH-COMMUTING ADVICE 

Urban hitchhiking during rush hour—let’s 
call it "hitch-commuting"—is pretty safe and 
fun. I recommend It. 4:00am hitchhiking is 
a little less safe, Some advice: it's good to 
find people whose windows are already 
rolled down--It's one less barrier between 
establishing communication; one less way 
for the driver to ignore you. 

Second, out of courtesy, 1 don't usually ask 
couples for rides. I don't want to intrude on 
the ride--I don't want to interrupt 
conversations, errands, etc. I go for the 
people riding alone, because maybe they 
could use some companionship, or maybe 
they feel a sliver of guilt for driving a car 
just for themselves. 

Finally, upon getting picked up, buckle your 
seatbelt and keep your hands in view (I fold 
them in my lap). Try to read the driver. If 
they're friendly, engage them in 
conversation, find out about their life and 
what music they're into, and then write 
about it later. If they're not friendly, be 
extra polite and offer some information 
about yourself instead. Happy travels. 


Sir, I'm late for work. Could you give me itime a Saturday morning summer class. 


ride up a ways..." 

"Get in." His voice showed concern anda 
recognition of urgency. Wow, He was 
driving one of those vans with Super comfy 
seats made for cross-country family trips. 
He had just dropped off his Caughter at 
school and was on his way'home, 

“Where you going?" 
“Oh, you can just drop me off at Hamlin.” 
“Where are you going?” he asked again. 

I work over at the elementary school. I 
teach English to the students’ Parents.” 
"TI take you there.” 

What a great guy. He lives over on 
Sacramento, but took me all the way to the 
school. He told me he had a lot of respect 
for teachers. Thanks! He was listening to 
an awesome CD that sounded like a 
Mexican Buddy Holly. “What are you 
listening to?” He showed me the CD case 
and that's pretty much what it was—a Í 
Mexican Buddy Holly. 

When we arrived to the school, I thanked 
him, we shook hands, and we went our 
ways. A super guy. 


HITCHCOMMUTE #3 
This time, running late was entirely my 
سا‎ I had sort of a bad morning—I 
unintentionally fell asleep the night before 
and I had a bad time at work. Instead of 
commuting straight from work to school, I 
decided to go home first to make some 
coffee and quesadillas instead of skipping 
lunch again, I had 20 minutes to take my 
45-minute bus ride to school, So, at the 
bus stop a pair of giris was waiting at a red 
light in a sedan. They looked my age, 1 
thought they would be sympathetic and 
trusting. 
gone e going South on Western Ave? 
ey nodded, confused. "Can 
vate b I hitch à ride 
No hesitation. "Sure," they'smiled, and I 
got In. 
While listening to a cheesy rap and Bon J 
! ovi 
hits mix CD, we got to know each other. 
They were from Yugoslavia, and had been 
living here for the past 4 and 7 years. They 
were driving down to the Cook County 
Soe to do observations for a 
psychology class at North Park Universi 
They like Chicago but it was a drag beds 
they were 21: "In Yugoslavia, you start 
drinking whenever you want. What do kids 
do here before they're 21?” Oh, I don't 
know...bush hop? 


HITCHCOMMUTE t4 
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Hey, ever try hitchhiking? I have. Well, 

kind of. I'd call it more hitch-commuting. I looking dudes in a red sports car. "Hey, 


thought I'd report on my successes. But could you-" Before I could finish my 

first, to qualify: I'm a punk, I like zines, and request, the passenger locked his door and 
I'm into anarchist thought, but I'm not one gave me a dirty look, I walked to the car 
of those self-marginalizing kids that usually behind him, a maroon sedan driven by a 
writes about hitchhiking in zines. I don't woman. I motioned for her to roll down her 
think I’m living on the outskirts of window, which she did. As politely as I 
civilization, surviving on the excess of could, I asked her if she was driving North, 
capitalism, or any other self-glorifying and if I could ride with her. She looked at 
nonsense. I’m just a friendly punk, and I me, raised her eyebrows and frowned at 
like spontaneous public encounters. l'm me, "I'm a black woman driving alone at 
interested in meetlng people, breaking 4:00am." I shrugged my shoulders; "I'm 
minor social rules, and getting away with just asking for a ride." I thought she was 
shit (like sleeping in and not being late for going to say sorry, but then she said, "Get, 
class), With that said, here's the report... in.” As I opened the car door, she quickly 
added, "But no funny business!" I promptly 
buckled my seatbelt, placed my bag in my 
I was working on this bloody statistics lap, and folded my hands, to give her a 
project super late one night at school. I non-threatening sense. The light turned 
was feeling really institutional—I was at one green and we took off. She opened her 
with my surroundings—really felt like a part window a crack and let in icy air so that she 
of the deadening fluorescent lights, In could smoke a cigarette. Some smooth 
rhythm with the vacant humming eternity of music was oozing out of her stereo, and it 
50 computer CPU's, my body's molecules sounded perfect for the early morning ride. 
had arranged themselves in mathematical “What is this?" “This is D'Angelo, ‘Brown 
precision in accordance with the universal — Sugar." Ahh, D'Angelo. The woman was 
statistical order of our rational universe. I impressed that I knew D'Angelo, and she 
was In the department's computer lab, became a little more friendly. She 

alone, working on this wretched statistics. explained that she was a flight attendant 

I stepped outside, it was 3:00am. The air and was on her way home. I couldn't help 
had a cold clarity and snowfall painted white PU think of the Jackie Brown plot... She 
onto the Chicago Loop skyline backdrop. I ; 33d she was driving to 90/94, but she 

felt so damn good to be outside. I loved passed it and took me all the way to my 


Chicago dearly at that moment, my cheeks Stop. I was super grateful. I was almost 
cold-red, and my eyes watering. reluctant to say goodbye, and It woulda 


I toók the blue line to the been nice to ride with her further. And so, 


Milwaukee/Western stop and waited for the TY first hitchhike was a success. 
Western #49, It was about 3:30am. 
Around 4:15 my legs felt numb and I was 
weary. I no longer felt invigorated by 
Chicago and I wanted to go home. 

As the corner traffic light turned red I took a 


HITCHCOMMUTE #1 


HITCHCOMMUTE #2 

It was a cold sunny morning and I was dizzy 
from getting up too fast, and I had been 
waiting for the Montrose bus for almost 40 


look at the drivers. Would any of them give Minutes, no joke. I was supposed to be at 
me a lift? I approached two thuggish- 


work right now! An ugly 70s-brown minivan 
pulled up, driven by a kind-looking man. 
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reed lead for centuries has Been Oby OU yA 1 Ana it was here. right in tront ot the average person's tace, they‏ 
hap |known to be dangerous to the human body miti knew lead was poison. But there lay that thought, the one that said‏ 
Rs as well as the enviroment, It causes, "n Rif it was really bad, there's agencies to protect us. The govern-‏ 
among other things, anemia, kidney pir ment, the industry, andi those scientific experts you trusted‏ 2 
cancer, brain damage, abdominal pain, Di because you thought you were too stupid to understand. It's the,‏ 
sHlweight loss, weakness, PEPA AU EELS PEN same expertise from zit cream commericalsthat show the animated‏ 
tem impairment and miscarriage" as well t be Soothing blue liquid covering the cut away patch of skin to shrink‏ 
nas death. The brain damage includes i those pesky red spots. It's the same expertise from black and white‏ 
tumors, hallucinations, and insanity. fà Mi ondericils with a bald guy in a lab coat that scientifically proves‏ 
*So why is it that lead was used in gas- jf Cheer! gets clothes whiter and brighter than the leading competitor, H‏ 
*oline in our heavily, auto obsessed Rat il But we've learned, slowly and surely, that no one product is really‏ 
tN atida for 60 plus years and spewed 30 7 ee noticably superior, the only concrete difference being the package‏ 
illion tons of it out tailpipes. Maybe WEWiit comes in. We've stopped trusting. We've been lied to again and‏ 
ecause the corporations behind the fuel ig apain. We are hard, indifferent to it all.‏ 
کت ndustry decided to change the name to F IN Jean Renior's 1939 film, The Rules of the Game, he,‏ 
thyl to obscure the obvious, and maybe Wd che character of Octave, tells a woman who's been cheating on. Nee‏ 
*it was because tne EDE ELMS accepted | husband, but also being cheated on-"That's also part of the times.‏ 
too‏ ا governments, AIG‏ عااغ Sel lies. Pharmaceutical‏ ھت scientific evidence from it's US Bureau : [Today‏ 
movies, the newspapers. So why shouldn't simple people like us‏ 8 تاحً ٦ا۷٣ of Mines based on it's study that Gene‏ 
Motors was paying for and was brine as well?"‏ 1 
up by sions: GM "scientific in- live in a world of cynical, surly people. All of us mistrust fully‏ 8ت7 y‏ 
Pè’ stitution" whose findings up until the of free lunches, of dreams, of each other. It wasn' t always this‏ 
RWS c0: was accepted at large, and in fact he dE y. Sometimes 1 try to imagine what we'd be like devoid of all this f‏ 
claimed that lead occurs naturally in hardness of being lied to all the time, everywhere. It is hard to‏ 


li s d. 
‘human beings very, very har 
l f ۰ء‎ Is IT avt] an you trust really when a person on the streets comes Rus 
fin کت‎ And people swallowed that shit whole, 7 you ín New York city and asks you to snap a photo of them wit 


breathed it in, lapped it up as it sat š their new cell phone. And then this supposed Lourist subtley tells 


5 5 5 en 
at intersections, seeped deep down into 5 1 you how awesome it is and chen lets you walk away thinking it s 


soil for years to come. And it's still Jas honest praise from paac decent human being. This was the way 


there-30, pee 000 tons. art EHTS 1 ٤ ام مر‎ : iy’ TREN 


Jat ie‏ : اللہ ما من 


٦ RRN ۷6۲7 EF silx dee al den ohel 
me y fiet qslesétional 00و7‎ may : : š 7 SR UE | HEU. Ust im whe وت‎ 


mefiranfeedaeals wichteged]dtang و‎ y Aie 
See : gh this ` Oct. 8, when MESS : p^ xs Are qu i ri Wide 
sone Nue Pee sinc .ہت‎ yet ات رو تا نید‎ 2004, fiv EAN ا وک‎ 
eB Dy v ow جو :دہ‎ ee n i feck eid 
ius SISTER ` š £ rbefe ati R nan; for t 
: $ eni ri n EE 


gnum Rer Me en کت ا‎ land Weitz 
le 0 Ss tb pii placing. and n: 11989 = 


090 jig: y Y q AAMRa ue QU D RAE RUN 
dii. PA LE S لب‎ b 
zo AO ار‎ eji Vive rey osh 
p je Mok U ete es AG ROR ODA IN kaisti 
oni JP s š 
ite ota ‘hese Tied i p 
rea ۷ XE multi 

ا 00۹ 

I d Ln ut‏ ول سا 


lente il 7 
KCN 0 M 


M SNOWCE awh 


50 ڑا‎ fi au 
Ws NE 0 Lis in 
EN F GARRE. 
۳۳۷۸ی‎ Metonqist Edrei! 
n Dese GrteanyGhaeh 
RQP BY gecctpaleiscH es 
SARA. HARK 7 
تا‎ De. Bh 
kepnrkodhov di 
"fats fivecgntiu 
atlih spiiilliaf 
Yade GA 
fuliesyiafl 
u1 RN tdi 
tega Ni sf 
paci : 2 


erea a HE Olidsccor یہ دسا‎ 
فا7ا‎ 


proj- ٤ 


0+ 2 
fO Op Con SMS RENAN 
few: SAU RA mos uid Uno NC sir i 


ER ta i ara 9 painga jn thé ing 
4 nu 

DAC Gen "oth W aes 

40 hours a week,everyweek,to convince you CER sway your 


idg OLD E 


5 
working 


be‏ ٹا 
for 2 ٣ز V: Ve‏ 3 
kä Win nes‏ 


ammes ئا میں شر ہیں ری‎ se cl ae kat eo رپ‎ 
pal begin máwedinliidnals) the Diisra’stitgty AR Rig 
aketa Theebelsebagg; pnsurdraticefs p 
yisseit rea Enh Hie credit dunes} 


A common (rana s Ts is the use of selective words perhaps‏ ور 


he most of insulting of which is "collateral damage" These care- 
Hi choosen and tested words are there to project a different image to 
i shade the true meaning. In this sophisticated language of trickery 
a word like “bio-technology” becomes "biogenetic gardening" or 
"natural genetic gardening" And that's also why you see an upsurge 
in packaging with inspirational messages about responsibility and 
"the enviroment signed by a "Gary" or maybe "Paul", assumed to be ther 
0 laidback hippie owner of some worker friendly business he built from [js 
the ground up. While once this may have been true, ingrediants and ^ 
} parent corporations prove otherwise. There's a reason why corporate 
brands are percieved to be varied but are owned by the same rich, 
white guys who knew you wouldn't buy the Mac n' Cheese if it was 
Phillip-Morris Brand along with every 4th item in the supermarket. 
Another deceptive use of language is the expert. The expert is 
falsehood for the most part. People are shunned away from such 
| things as science and technology because many don't understand 
| Instead of ideas being broken down into simple terms which the 
average person can understand, people are often presented an inform- 
ation glut, which uses very technical terms and dialogue that 
Because scienrist 
tne population 
politican. 
The stereotype cf the scientist that we see over and over again in 
fiction, movies, etc.-that of the honest, pure guardian of truth, 
(one that is neutral from political and monetary pressure and slaves 
away tirelessly for humanity. In reality, they are everyday people 
like anyone else and subject to the same faults. In peer review,the 
give preferencial treatment to their friends so that tliey recicve 
grant money. The profession has been criticized as having an "old 
boy's club" mentality, which has in the past, shut out women and 
minorities, as well as independent scientists with new ideas. These 
people are blocked out and not givenan oppurtunity if not working 
for a prestigous company. There is a great deal of "playing the 
game" because a successfull career depends on incoming corporate 
` money to fund research projects, and only the right kinds of 
ects are funded. Scientists that are the most respected are not 
i neccessarily the most brilliant but the most talented at getting 
funds. 


4 can understand professional jargon and concepts, 


nie] presents a mystique, one that pushes people away. 
HH 
0 doesn't critize them the same way’ they would a 
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ing agenci es first promoted cell 
Finding no breach in 
advertising with false word 
effective because of 
it's honesty, the last refugee of trus 
in capitalist culture. ) 
Society lear 


that stately compan 


ed to stop trusting 
false 


spokesman in the white coat. This 
set up of a "neutral" party to sell 
products brings a whole new mistrust, 


paranoia, and bitterness to, one of 
science, 
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on "groduers like "sugar freedom: 
Pies? Where is the authority of 
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phone cameras. 
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Yt approval at a cost? 


| Maybe 22 should look at how these 
opinions come to be respected. T 


experts" 
Take the book 
soft by Liebowitz 

by a proup called the Indepent Institut, 
A book that was reviewed in the Wall 
Street journal with a line that read 
"Heneforth, any judges, economists,pun-; 
dits, or journalists who discuss Micro- 
soft with out first dealing with the 
Liebowitz-Margolis critique should hav 
their wrists soundly slapped" 


Losers and Micro 


Winners, Lose 


tlie 


MIcrosoft paying to publish 


the Independent 


part to 
book. Even though 


internal documents 


Lı Such a strong opinion governing 
ception of Microsoft was in fact due 


valig. That was 
with the Joe- Pal Or 


Any 


porters uncovered 
Research depends heavily on where the money is coming from. 


š Contracts can be set up in such a way that the results cannot be 
disclosed. This can mean not wanting negative results of a pre- 
scription drug tested to be announced or also a close guard on 
intellectual property. The amount of money to be made requires 
secrecy. This closed discussion and non-coopecative atmosphere 


leads to effects such as holding back cancer research. This can be 


that indeed show that Microsoft helped 

pay for publishing as well as advertis- [* 
ing and promotion ae well as AG ا‎ ps یں‎ 
20% of the Independent Institute's nt 
operating budget. 

The idea of índependent 
doing coroporate bidding also 


organizatious 
includes 


especially damaging concerning the current prescription drug boom. ا‎ 
Pills are getting out faster than before with out proper testing. 
Science is nut as perfect as people seem to think it is. hard 
results can be misleading. Take the disguisting practice of 
4 animal testing, which is wholly unneccesary and easy to manipulate | 
! The bodies of different species do not function in the same manner 
as humans. A group trying to get a drug passed can shorten tlmes 
Hil for by a $100,000 grant by Visa and of observation so toxic results can't be found or even experiment 
MAstercard and what Bentsen didn't de- fon a variety of animals aad get different results, then pick and 
clare in his article was that he was a ¥ choose the favorable outcomes. For example, lemon juice can be a troy 
paid Credit Card lobbyist himself. " proven as a deadly poison, but not arsenic, hemlock, or botulia. vci; dE gn 
These are not 1solated incidents, but Itcan be proven that insullian is dangerous. Morphine puts humans EFR sihh 
A rather a sampling of many, many cases. to sleep but stimulutes cits. Aspirin causes birth defects in mice, < 
It is the public's perception that this rabbits, aud rats. Mieres 
' sort of manipulation ls caught by the Past problems from animal testing include Heart by pass surgery 
media. They trust reporters to deliver being delayed for years because it doesn't work on dogs. Asbestos 
the truth. There's that word again- being declared safe cause it didn't cause disease in animals 
n * tested. Polio research on monkeys mislead scientists for years. 
1980, the Columbia Journalism Re- Tt is said that Rats are 37% effective in identifyi œ what causes 
(view found that a typical issue of the cancer in humans, so results are2/3rd useless. 
Wall Street Journal had more than half What are we left to believe in when we can't even trust one 
of it's news stories "based solely on another? A politicain proiises reforms but does che opposite, 
press releases" It takes a lot to fill corporate slogans scream out useless words like "blue ribbion com- 
Ma paper or an hour long newscast every mittee" er "selected from the finest farmlands", the news proves 
Single day. Reporters are overworked, scientific studies like "Chocolatepudding prevents cavities" or 
Ie so they cut and paste from newswires Garlic Bread brings families together" 
(and press releases. In television, a 4aybe ve don't want to admit that as a civilization that we're not 
a station will recieve 2 tapes from a as smart as we thought we were, especially faced with our own mn 
“firm urging them to do a story. One of trhetoric that cures for cancer and taking seniors packs to work are, 
ij the topes {8 a completed news story, always right around the COLTS. 
$ professionally edited with narration, Ever get the feeling you've been 
(the other io raw visuals that the news 
@ team can use if they do the story. 
in you really trust your newsanchor to go 
Bout and shoot all the footage himself? 
“And on really busy news days, the ones 
shade giof political scandal or an outbreak of 
Ys. I War, (the most watched) do you think the 
HAMEY news team is too busy with the main 
Mapa 
"we 


a 1997 Georgetown Universiry Credit 
Research study that was influential 
the fact that former US Treasury 
íi! Secretary, Llyod Bentsen, cited it in 
u the Washington Times as well as used 
by Credit Card lobbyists as a call for 
bankruptcy reform. The study was paid 
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nud story to worry about all the filler? 
What you end up watching is carefully 
crafted commericals told from the view- 
oint of a news show based upon report~; 
- ng the truth for the public good. 
To put together this secret sales pitch 
ad agencies and PR firms are full of 
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I knew I would end up playing the bad guy on this one. I was used to it or didn't care, I for- 
get which. She'd come up to me and try to hold my arm. And I heard she talked about me when I 
wasn't around. She was always trying that teen-queen shit on me. You know, the kind where you 
end up saying brown's an ugly color and she'd say, trying to act insulted, "Hey, my shoe buck- 
les are brown. Are you saying you hate the way I dress?" You say no and then later while chat- 
ting someone up she'd stick in with "Mark says I dress ugly" trying too hard to be coy. When 
what she really wanted you to do was trip all over yourself to apologize with "Oh no, I didn't 
mean it like that" and fawn all over her, returning her flirtations. What a bore. And she kept 
laying it on so goddamn thick, I was ready to puke my goddamn eyes out. I really was. One of 
the things I admire most is the sweetness and fragility of a crush, but this had a fascism to 
it. I kept my mouth shut and let her self importance flop and flounder. Making me hate her des- 
peration even more and what's not helping is that I'm surrounded by these clean necked jerkoffs 
with suitcoats on and all the girls in their way off the shoulder dresses and their goddamn 

| tits hanging halfway out of the material. You know, I don't neccesarily want to see your junk, 
regardless of the general male opinion. And I don't know what gives people the idea that they 
can just come up and talk drunk at you. I never felt so terrible. All of them, confused and 

f stupid and transparent, stumbling into adulthood. And I could see them all grow up so fast. I 
saw all their faílures laid out ahead of them. Their arms propped up against the wall, corner- 
ing their girlfriends in inappropriate conversations, slurring their words, angry hushed words. 
I'm drinking cola out of a champaigne flute. I do my 10th lap around the house, making motor- 
cycle noises under my breath. I keep hoping I'll find someone new to talk to, but my friends 
disappoint me over and over again. And so I wish to hell that the girl I'd been waiting to see 
was here with me now. Not these girls, who don't want to sneak into movies with you. They want 
boys to take them to hundred dollar restaurant dinners and"make them feel special" guys who 


ear nicer clothes than me with aftershave, who only have to be mildly funny and sterotypically 
omantic and not be vain and work out just enough for their big arms to wrap around them and 
ake them feel safe. I'm wearing a pair of shoes I bought for a costume at the thrift store 

or 2 bucks. It's my first cocktail party and mostly I'm just thinking of people's lives much 
breater than mine, like shouldn't I be out racing sports cars in the desert or dancing with a 
ontessa poolside? 

hese horrible, ugly, vulgar people who just talked and talked about nothing really. Their 
ouths opened and it was all white noise. People who ate hamburgers and drove their cars from 
bne side of a parking lot to the other. Living their pointless lives and talking about general 
education credits and Fraiser, I mean, my god...Fraiser. In all of western cicilization this is 
hat we amount to, this is what we have to show for it. The end product at this point of 
ivilization. Ancestors facing almost certain death to cross the Atlantic only to enter in- 
lentured servitude, pioneers braving the way to unknown frontiers with grandoise visions of 
anifest destiny, parents and grandparents and the parents before them working fingers raw and 
bloody to hopefully secure a "better life" for their kin. This is where it ends up. It all 
boils down to Fraiser being an artform that reaches millions of people across the world. It'll 
live in the infinite void of the outer space for 30 plus years as souless laughter slowly 

aifs up to the stars. It's a sad thought; the actual time spent airing and re-airing those 
Ppisodes will be far greater than the days and months and decades of your life. But you can't 
spite a television show. There's no use in it. 


©©© @ . 


All the mediocrity of the world and me, ain't it something? 

Upstairs, I cheer up a little. A friend of mine, plastered, is trying on coats, none of which 
are his. He keeps putting different ones ón; but inside out qr even up-side down. In all his 
seriousness, it still comes off like a vaudevillé act. He is convinced a long, black overcoat 
belongs to him. "e rf 

"No, you didn't come in with a coat like that. I would've remembered" 

"I do have a coat like this" 

"But you didn't wear it tonight" Wt 
"I don't know if I did or not" وو‎ 

I run up and down the stairs to see if anyone can remember what kind of coat he came in with. 
She stops me and tries to give me the business again, but I dart upstairs. lle's wearing coat 
number six or seven by now and pulls out a glove and cell phone. 

"I don't think this ís mine" and puts the stuff down, content to walk off with the jacket as if 
someone misplaced their things in his pocket. It's then that I remember that I have his gloves 
in my winter coat. He asked me to hold them because' he didn't wear a coat. He had no coat, in 
December! We're all laughing big, hearty laughs by now and having a good time. But there's 

some jerk in the room spoiling our fun. There's always jerks like that lurking around ruining 
somebody's day. 


THE GREAT PET ROCK COMEBACK - — CHARLES BRONSON 


There's a collection of rocks inside my house and don't fuckin' 
ask me why they're there cuz they don't do much else but smoke , 
and watch tv and smoke some more and then comb their fuckin' 
hair and in 20 years from now I can see them all fat and old 
sitting around all day in front off a dozen talk shows in a row 
and bitching about how their lousy part time jobs are so mis- 
erable. I don't wanna be a stagnant rock. I wanna life, and I 
don't wanna drinking buddy or play fuckin' pool all night with 
the other bar flys. Yeah, you can sit here forever and collect 
dust cuz it's all you fuckin’ need. Once the novelty's worn off 
you just look like normal rocks to me. 
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So I did this interview with Jon Hunt, the singer, in April of 2003. I was at school and living on a house in Dekalb with the EYC kids. Jon moved into an empty room between 
tours. I had first seen dead To Fall at a basement show a couple doors down from our house, but a lot had happened since then: They signed to Victory, their songs were now 
being used on Road Rules and DVDs of guys doing 100mph wheelies on crotch rockets and even the dork from Good Charlotte was wearing their hoodie almost everyday on MTV. 
Before you read this interview, it should be mentioned that I hate Victory records. They cater to the lowest common denominator selling out culture to malls and chainstores. 
They use these major label tactics to sign bands without huge followings and make them feel indebted to the label who used their reputation and hype machine to sell records to 
audiences outside the punk scene. They create this false importance and an artificial need. When they siqn an unknown band it's to a multi-album contract, so they have the 
option of selling them off to a major at a profit, like they did with Thursday or Hatebreed. But it's pointless to attack a band with general Victory Sucks questions and focus on an 
issue of "they put out shitty bands". That would just further rhetoric. I want people to look at it objectively. There are positive aspects for a band like playing bigger shows, 
making money off what they love to do, being able to tour easily, etc. But one has to ask if the good points outweigh the bad, to the band and to the scene. Labels like Fat, 


Hopeless, Epitaph, Trustkill, and the rest area plaque to the DIY punk/hardcore community. And I know there's more important stuff to do then complain about what band signed 
to what label, but it's still important to not have your culture compromised. 
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I'm probably going to run that picture of you in the bathtub, so why don't 
int li 1 ight 

you paint like a word picture for what happened that night. I go somewhere e ob Ee RATEN 
We played in lowa with Over and Over. We get to this show and its a 6 chill dudes; we'll go to this lady's ae = PA 
venue sponsored by a church, | guess. And all | know is that the owners went to this other lady's house because ihes Bod to Work on the À M 
are like "Yeah, we got a place for you to stay" These girls that work at the they had tools at that house. So it was ی‎ o Nor oniba vana ۱ 
venue, one of them will give you a place to stay. I'm like “Alright, sweet, : Fall and then Eddy, Christian, and Fowler from rii ENTE sad to 
we'll stay with some girls. That sounds good" So turns out that these arent PIA to this lady's house and she's not even there. We get directions t hee over 
girls, these are 45 year old church moms and we get there at the end of the s ons to her 


house, we get there, she's not at th 
: ر‎ f hy , ٠ e show. | mean w y 
show and we're getting ready to pack up and they're like Alright, so they're sitting there and we go in. It's like this double wide ا‎ oe ana Pd 
ا ا ا وڈ‎ A ORDRE ICA ار‎ like “well I'm gonna leave, I'm gonna go to my Mom's house", figurin she’ 
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! can understand it from the band's viewpoint, because once you sign, you 
know, you got to go all the way to Pittsburgh and play that big fest with 
Dillinger and Converge on the same night that they played, which is good 
for the band. It's kinda weird because they do things like a major label does 
things where you don't get to see your money until a certain time period- 
Because they're a bigger label and they have a lot of bigger bands now, 
say then a smaller label or when they were starting out in '89 or whatever. 
The way that it works is that the money they dump into you, they put into 
advertising and recording and all that. They just keep track of all that and 
then your royalties, before you get it, go to pay off the money that they put 
into you. They get their share but that's just their profits and that doesn't 
count to pay it off. Once you do that it's called recouping. 

So you're in debt to them or... í 

You're in debt to them until you recoup and then you start making the 
money. We were pretty close to recouping until the shit with the van 
happened. So we're back in debt again because of that. 

Tony gave you 7 thousand dollars(for the van), right? 

Yeah, it's like a publishing advance. It goes out of our royalties. It's like 
monthly. Pretty much we don't think about paying it off because we don't 
see it. So it's just like the money we make off CDs we sell goes to pay that 
off. They have an accountant handle all that shit. We get statements 4 
times a year. It states wherever you are. 

So what happens if you don't sell off any of that? - 

I have no idea. Hopefully, the next album comes out and that'll sell more, 
pay off that album and the last album. The only way we make money, 
really, almost the only way any band makes money is tour, selling merch 
and that's why touring bands...people say go support touring bands 
because that's how they make money for gas. Most bands don't make 
money off CDs. We make money off the CDs we sell at shows, but the 
ones that get sold at stores go to pay off the debt. It's a big legal contract. | 
didn't understand until after the CD came out. 

Spitalfield just signed and they kind of got screwed. | guess the kid who put 
out the split with Don't Worry About It before(they signed) kind of got 
screwed. He can't reissue it because the contract they signed was like 
Victory now owns all their previous stuff.(This was pretty common 
knowledge around the DuPage scene, however | never heard it fromthe 
band or the kid putting out the split, which has been out of print for a while 
now) 

Really? 

Yeah. It's kind of weird because you get this contract and your average kid 
won't understand it. 

All the shit we put out were demos. We have tracks that are unreleased, 
like way old songs and | don't think they own those because we've 
copyrighted those ourself. | don't know the details of their contract. | know 
for us we have nothing negative to say about the label. People always 
expect it so | don't know. 


Are you gonna try and do Dead To Fall full time? Make a "career" out of it 
than just tour? 

That's the only way to make a career of it for a hardcore band or metal 
band. There's no way unless you're Slayer to make enough money to go 
home and not have a job. When we go on tour we do fine. We make about 
200 a month each to pay bills, which isn't a ton of money, but it's enough to 
pay the bills. We cover food and expenses as well. We do alright , but I'm 
not driving a porsche or anything. ۱ don't have a car. But when we get home 
| just work at Subway or somewhere, scrap up that 200 bucks a month I 
need or whatever and then try and live off suckers who let me live at their 
house for cheap such as you guys. 

Ever since you got on Victory do you get weird rumors on message boards 
across the country? Like | know you got that weird e-mail from April. 

Oh my God. Well, I'l! tell that story. This girl wants us to play a party(in New 
York) to get her and her boyfriend back together. She looks like Marilyn 
Manson. It's pretty weird. But I'm trying to think...there's rumors that pop up 
every now and then. They never really go anywhere cause nobody cares 
about us enough. Like we try to get them started. I think it's hilarious. We 
try to say us and Atreyu got in a fight at a show in Pittsburgh and our bass 
player beat the crap out of their drummer. Cause our bass player is like 5' 6 
and their drummer is 6' 5 and seriously twice the size of Justin. That rumor 
never went anywhere because people knew that we were friends, but we 
tried to play it off like we had this huge rivalry and we hated each other. 
Which for the sake of this interview, | hate that band. So | don't know. I 
can't really think of any rumors off hand. We're not to the point where 
people would want to start rumors. Probably any rumors you hear are true, 
such as we are all homosexuals who will rob your house if you let us stay 
with you. 
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"what?" She's like "Help yourself to whatever you want in the fridge. | don't 
have much because I'm on this new diet" So we're like "alright" and we're 
kinda just wierded out. "This is how you turn on the TV, this is how you turn 
on the computer, have at anything you want" OK, so she leaves...Oh, 
before she leaves Eddy's walking by like "Hey I'm going to sleep with you, 
alright" and she's like "OK"(in crazed old lady voice) and me and Eddy are 
‘like "Oh crap" 

We're snooping around. We open up the fridge. I nis new diet, | guess it's 
the apple diet because there's probably about 36 apples in the bottom 
shelf, middle shelf-apple juice, apple butter, and apple sauce and then 
there's about half a dozen eggs and that's all that's in her fridge. So we're 
snooping around her house, in the closet we find another crate of apples 
with no less than a hundred apples in it and we're all laughing hysterically 
at this crazy lady. Like | have a picture of her. Did you see the card 
downstairs? 

Yeah she's a rea! estate agent. 

You should scan that in too. Because she's got one of these googly eyes 
that like roams around that doesn't look at you when you're talking to her. 
Fuckin' wierdo. So then | decide that I'm going to take a shower and as | 
walk into the bathroom I see that she has a small whirlpool bathtub. I'm like 
"Screw taking a shower, I'm gonna take a bubble bath" So | dump the 
bubble bath solution and take a bath and then Eddy and Christian and 
Fowler come in and dump some apples in the bathtub and that's how that 
picture happened. 

Didn't she have a sin diary or something? She had like a little sin jar? 

No, no, no. It wasn't a sin jar, it was her- well, we found all her pills and we 
looked them up online top find out how crazy she was. But they're all for 
hemorrhoids and not cool stuff. But then someone was snooping around 
and found her diary and then there was this part where...the last entry, she 
was talking about some dream she had where she was swimming in the 
lake and she thought she was an Indian princess and climbed out of the 
lake and all she was wearing was a beaded g-string. And this is disturbing 
just thinking about this lady wearing just a beaded g-string and there was 
...she had like some... 

Wasn't she sleeping with people and she didn't know their names? 

In her dreams. She had a chart of like, all the single guys in town and all 
their good categories and who she wanted to marry like Hank at the 
hardware store "Oh, he's a great listener and blah, blah, blah and he's so 
helpful" and she's liked dream that she was sleeping with all these dudes. 
She was like probably 50 and single, so...and was a real estate agent and 
probably a bad one because she's crazy. So that's that. 

Alright. Who stole her underwear? 

In don't think | can name names on that because this is going to be printed, 
and you don't want reputations to get damaged, but I'll say it was the bass 
player from Over and Over stole the pair of underwear. | think it was him- 
no, wait he wasn't even there. He was the one who wore them. I'm pretty 


sure it was the roadie for Over and Over who stole them and gave it to the 
bass player. I'm remembering things backwards. 

The other thing | was going to ask you about was Victory Records. There's 
a lot of criticism of that label, you know. | was just going to ask about your 
contract and stuff. 

We're signed to 5 CDs with them which is a lot of CDs. Most labels don't 
sign to that much. But they're a much bigger label then most labels, so 
they're going to put the work into a band, they want to make sure they're 
gonna stick around. ! mean our contract, it's a pretty good contract. | have 
nothing negative to say about Victory. We had some problems with 
our...when our drummer left we had to pay off our van because the loan got 
messed up when he left the band. They really helped us out and gave us 
some money to pay off the van. They helped us out with printing our 
merchandise, giving it to us on credit. We don't have to pay until we get 
back from tour. l've also heard some negative stuff. You know, like 


nothing's happened to us and Tony's an awesome dude and everyone who | 


works there is really cool and have done a lot for us. There's no way we'd 
be anywhere. We'd still be ing like 5 shows a month. There's no way 
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1 came across this book at the library, sticking out down american flags over teddy bear wall paper. 014 
at an angle, out of place., It was titled "In My toys that still hang around. It's humbling, the 
Roomiteenagers in their Bedrooms", The author, Ad-  Maric:the gathering cards or model railroad magr 
riene Salinger, had complied these photos of kics im agines and hand drawn landscapes of the ultimate 
their bedrooms with a bit of text from interviews railread lavout | 

with them, A damn good concept and one I've always (ne of my favorite rooms was my friend Mike. He was 
^a^ an interest towards. As a kid growing up, it'S teaching at a fancy pants university but still left 
one thing to have school friends, but once you've out notebooks of comics he drew in jr. high, dull 
been invited to someone's house it takes it to a pencil drawings on lined notebook paper about a 
different level. "hey gotta meet your dad and see character called Johnny Puke, "E ہی‎ a 201 ani, 
all the embarassing stuff in your house. There's a triangle nose when drawn‘in profile anc e machine 
something to be sala about being in a friend's bed- gun shot hyphen shaped bullets. It's a little wierd, 
room, not their dormroom or their apartment, but the but intriguing in a lot of ways to try and see that, 
room they grew uo in. Where their past is hidden sort of change in a person from then and now, There's 
away, under beds and to the backs of closets. It's always the obvious signifiers of what they = TOM 
half filled vith the relics of past passions and terested in that never changed, but eet nde و اہ‎ 
what they've turned themselves into. That dichotomy vou in is what was left behind aa he à se às ei. 
makes me smile. In bedrooms you can't hide that sort All those things that — a bom a bis ETC Ta 
of stuff, years of routine and you don't even notice know how or won't ovn up to. TT oe T e 

it anymore. Posters of bands shredding and upside ough once you know Someone well enough. . 
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Vegetarianism is a very important part of Straight-edge". ۱۰ not 


in ut carin " I was flipping through the book 
Just being a vegetarian but caring aboul things thal most people ef al 1 ا‎ t ponte is that z i dn 
don't--like animals, Animals are like children. Obviously. they're made "their own. The wo rlds they 
AU " à created for themselves, you knew 
خی‎ notas smart, and they can't take care of themselves because what kind of kids they were. The 


people have made it so they can't, People destroyed their envi- clean , bo ring rooms that belong 


to preppy girls to the clutter of 
walls adorned with Thrasher 
covers and Husker Du posters.The 
odd: and mismatched ones belonging 
to kids who like art or the low 
income kids with sparse rooms and 
bare mattresses. There was 4 . 
photo that caught my eye of Karl 
B. His room consisted of posters 
on the wall of hardcore bands 

and skate photos on one side but 

a plethoria of stuffed animals on 
the other. Record inserts taped 


end, stood on his bed with one 
hand Xed up, inbetween childhood 
and the adult world. In the back 
of the book: were updates on all 
the kids photographed. His read: 
"Karl B. now sings in his band, 
Earth Crisis, and is attending 


community college" I quickly flip. 


—— wear an identilying X on their hands. Straight-edge people have DEG the pages back and stared at 


the picture again, 


ronment, They rained them to lose their instincts. Cals and dogs 
are dependent on us, and they've been domesticaled and ru- 
ined. That's a serious thing. People keep looking away from how 


animals are tested on and killed in slaughterhouses and used 


E E. a 01 ۱ 
i T 1 ia ۱ ۱ | il for the military, All that should be stopped, and people should 
E 2200) 


realize that you can be healthy withoul killing animals to eat 


them for thelr meat, and that il’s wrong lo kill, I've been Straight- 


— *Siraighl-edge refers to a movement of young people who are veg- 


elarians and who abstain from taking drugs ol any kind, They ofian 


strong lies to the musical community and there are numerous 
Stralght-edge bands and fanzines in the Northeast 
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that goes on is beyond unacceptable and if a 

few feelings are hurt in order to try and save 
lives, so be it. Por as stupid as they came 

off sometimes, Earth Crisis at least changed 
kids" minds and got people to discuss Veganism. 
And even if,for some, it was a trend, it still 
Saved a life everytime they skipped a meal. I 
can at least respect his vassion and he always 
Stayed true, which doesn't seem that hard until 
you realize how many people didn't. 

It. makes his room all the more fascinating: the 
craft made out of popsicle sticks and the prize 
ribhon-what did he win? And most confusing of all 
why does he have a poorly drawn Budweiser logo on 
his wall,next to an ad with girls in Bud bikinis? 
And what's the meaning behind the word "convulsion" 
tacked up above it? 

It's like a Hardline Roanoke. 
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Sure enough it was him. Karl from arth Crisis, 
the leading figure in the Hardline movement of 
the mid-90s, the same spokesman for Vegan 
Straightedge on 20/20 and America's Most Want- 
ed. The. guy who penned the words to "Pirestornm' 
amidst a collection of stuffed Plutos. I never 
paid too much attention to Earth Crisis. They 


were power jocks and their solutions seemed pretty 
simplistic. Despite intentions, Hardline was made 
up of a majority of meatheads. But still there was 
a great sense of urgency that most people don't 
properly address. Thousands of animals gre murder- 
ed everyday. It's worse than the holcaust in 
that they don't just try to exterminate a 
certain group, but force breeding in order to 
kill new generations again and again. The shit 


One of the great things about punk rock is that it can be played anywhere. In Chicago, that means everywhere from living rooms to factories. But that 
usually doesn't mean city-owned museums or galleries. After a particularly dull day at work, I had mixed feeleings as I ran up the stairs of the Chicago 
Cultural Center, with the Buzzcocks rolling in my walkman. I was excited to view the new documentary, Afro-punk. But at the Cultural Center? Was this 
film punk? Was it redefining the space of the Cultural Center? Was it being co-opted by the city’s cultural elite? Us academic punk rockers worry about 
that kind of nonsense. But by the time | made it to the auditorium, I confess, I felt a little legitimated—the punk movement is still significant enough that 
it can receive attention from such an institution. And this documentary is significant enough that it deserves some review. Afro-punk is an ambitious film 
that interviews black members of America’s various punk and hardcore music scenes. Director James Spooner, a black man and ex-punk, presents the 
lives of four black punk rockers and inserts their stories into a broader presentation of interviews, show footage, and a provocative discussion of racial 
and punk identities. Perhaps the film raises more issues than can be dealt with in 66 minutes. For, in an attempt to address the question, “What is a black 
punk?” the questions, “what is black?” and “what is punk?” must also be asked. Importantly, the film should be commended for its presentation of 
multiple answers instead of struggling for a monolithic characterization of black punk identity. Given that Whites largely dominate the punk rock scene, 
black interviewees often defend against the perceived contradiction of their participation. How can you be both black and punk? Well, many accounts 
identify common elements in the two identities. The major commonality between these identities is a notion of “otherness.” But the comparison between 
“black” and “punk” by their otherness is a simplistic and problematic one. A dominant American understanding of race locates white as “normal,” and 
casts all other constructed races as “the other.” The word “punk” denotes a lifestyle which seeks otherness in contemporary society: The most obvious 
difference between these identities is that black otherness is an imposed concept that predates the foundation of American society, whereas punk 
otherness is a self-assertion that arose in the late 1970s. The former identity is an ascribed condition--is part of a discourse of oppression, whereas the 
latter identity is an assertion—it is part of a discourse of resistance. 

Punk Otherness I 

Punk is fast, angry, and political. More than anything, punk is a rejection of white middle-class bourgeois values. Therefore, it is not surprising that, for 
the most part, members of the American punk community are white, so-called Generation X youth of privileged parents. Some white punk bands design 
their othemess in racial terms. For example, NOFX constructs an otherness linguistically in their song, “Don’t Call Me White.” By denying his white- 
ness altogether, the vocalist seeks self-definition in nonracial terms, thereby rejecting the oppressive construction of the white/black dichotomy. The 
vocalist asks, “Could it be semantics generating the mess we’re in?” and implicitly rallies his audience (white punks) to 
linguistically reject their whiteness in search for an alternative identity ioe! (punk otherness). 

Black Punks 4 y 5 

But what about black punks? For some, identifying as a punk opposes aso ST Sex assimilation into the dominant 
white identity. One Afro-punk interviewee explained that he quit his “white” i d Wallstreet job to join a punk 
band. While ironic (he joined a predominantly white movement), this man's d کت‎ EE. transition can be interpreted 
j as a black man's rejection of assimilation into corporate (white) America. dues NNNM f “ip SRR y He finds his new identity in 
punk otherness. Another interviewee who chose to live the punk e 4 lifestyle says, “People 
don’t know other options, and that’s sad.” For some Blacks, then, š Aa ; 

M punk signifies a rejection of dominant white American lifestyle. 

But “black punk" identity is not only a rejection of assimilation into 

“whiteness.” It is much more radical than that. The punk alternative 

for Blacks, particularly black women, is also partly a rejection of the 

rigid identity category of blackness. Many of ihose interviewed 

related the intolerance of other Blacks towards their *punkness." 

Some “afro-punks” are accused of losing their blackness by 

participating in the white punk scene. A female black punk receives 

vulgar insults from her black neighbors each time she leaves her 

apartment in punk attire. But one woman sees her punk appearance as a 

sign of her own self-respect, which she contrasts to the mainstream fashion forced on black 

women which she views as degrading. In this sense, punk provides some Blacks with a space 

located outside of mainstream black culture. That is, punk is a liberation from identity categories 

that limit what it means to be black (and more so, a black woman). All identities are constructions 


Involved in constant processes of definition and redefinition. Identities which locate persons outside of dominant society not only fight for the use of 

symbols, but also for the meaning of those symbols. Punk culture is a profound example of a culture of resistance in which, “youth generations can 

appropriate the ‘rubbish available within a preconstituted market'—drugs, clothing, vehicles—-as well as the means of communication, in order to 

construct statements of their own sense of position and experience in[or outside of] society” (Marcus and Fischer 153). The most salient aesthetic 

redefined by punk is musical expression. This divergent form of rock redraws the criteria for musicianship, audience, and production of the popular x 
musical form. But more relevant to our discussion of blackness is an analysis of other symbols that have been appropriated by the punk aesthetic. | 
Perhaps the most interesting connection between blackness and punkness is made by one woman who is of mixed African and Mohawk descent. She | 
embraces the punk aesthetic for its “stark beauty”. She commonly wears her hair in a mohawk, both an ethnic marker and an archetypal punk symbol 

For her, then, her choice to wear a mohawk alludes to her ancestral identity and asserts her punk identity at the same time. Adopting punk fashions 

has inspired her to explore her own ethno-historical conceptions of beauty. She observes that body-piercing, at one time a radical fashion statement 

made by punks, has its origins in indigenous African traditions. The original motivations for American punks to borrow indigenous and African | 
symbolism was arguably to polarize themselves with dominant Western aesthetics. For this individual, then, punk fashion is a personal and 

meaningful combination of symbols 

"Outside of society" 

The film is quick to point out that for Whites, it is easy to occupy spaces "outside of society". Punk-poet Patti Smith's lyrics “outside of society/that’ 

where I wanna be” in the song “Rock ‘n Roll Nigger”, do not impress Spooner, the director. Smith's whiteness gives her the privilege to critique 

society from a marginal position (this would apply to NOFX, too) For Blacks, on the other hand, critiquing dominant culture is a more risky 

endeavor. During the Q and A session that I attended, Spooner argues that just by being black, one is a critique of “the system". Spooner, of course, 

is referencing the otherness of blacks and the dominant expectation for them to enter "normality"—to assimilate into white America. Indeed, Spoone 

says, just being a black person and not hurting yourself or any other black people is "fucking the system". Some of the afro-punks interviewed 

reiterate the greater challenge for a black punk's critique of dominant culture. A black punk rocker opposes the "we're all the same" inclusionary 

rhetoric of the punk community, for its erasure of white privilege. Similarly, a black hardcore vocalist explains that when he sings about the 

revolution, the “we” he employs is not “we hardcore kids" but rather “we black people" He is encouraged by white fans singing along with his lyrics, | 
but he is quick to identify his radical message as intended especially for a black audience. 

Punk and Racism 

While there have been black punks and an explicitly anti-racist agenda since the movement's emergence (consider the work of early bands like The 

Clash and Stiff Little Fingers, not to mention the Dead Kennedys and their song/slogan “Nazi Punks Fuck Off"). punk rock has also had its share of 

hate bands and racist imagery, including The Sex Pistols’ ambiguous use of the swastika symbol. Regrettably, Afro-punk does not sufficiently 

acknowledge racism within the punk movement. Surprisingly, neither does the film document the ongoing struggle to maintain a punk message that 

is uncompromisingly anti-racist. Perhaps more problematic is the film's uncritical appraisal for the all-black and historically important band, Bad 

Brains. As Rastafarians and homophobes, this band brings a reactionary element to an otherwise forward-thinking movement. As the only all-black 

punk band of prominence, it is understandable why so many punks, the blacks of Afro-punk included, idolize the influential quartet. Many hardcore 

bands, regardless of racial make-up, will draw their roots back to Bad Brains. When I asked Spooner to address the politics of Bad Brains, he 

acknowledged, but downplayed, their essentialist and oppressive messages. Spooner explained that there will always be unfortunate aspects of our 

favorite artists. He offered the example of the progressive hip-hop artist Mos Def, who allegedly has a number of bastard children. I think this 

response is unsatisfactory in a radical movement that is so self-consciously political. The most important critiques of any social movement must 

come from the movement's members themselves. 

Afro-punk accomplishes the worthy task of investigating the various experiences of Blacks in the punk movement. Just as importantly, it begins a 

discussion that critically investigates the intersection of racial, gender, and punk identities. [ hope that other works follow, allowing us punks to 

create innovative ways to conceive of race that deviate from the destructive ideologies that flow from dominant culture. 

Marcus, George E. and Michael M. J. Fischer. Anthropology as Cultural Critique: An Experimental Moment in the Human Sciences. Chicago:The 

University of Chicago Press, 1986 
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But all that aside, it still doesn't answer what happens when the outside world demands that bills be paid. 
A lot of people look to the Dischord example and say "yeah, you can create your own DIY alternative ana 
live off of it" But how many bands are going to be Minor Threats or Rites of Springs or Nations of 
Ulysses or Fugazis?(especially when playing your watered down Converge riffs) Do you have to have 
legendary bands to be able to live off making music and keep your ideals? 

It's especially rad to see Plan It X achieve this goal. Birthed from Operation: Cliff Clavin, it was odd to 
see what was essentially just a label intended to release their own stuff secretly emerge into an influential 
label spearheading an new genre of folk punk. It was just a few years from those O:CC CDs to an 
extensive back catalogue. Chris Clavin is able to live off his label keeping CDs cheaper than most as well 
as paying his employees/friends $10 an hour. I assume it's a combination of traveling parts of the year, 
dumpster diving, and money from the label. AR and all it's an awesome example of living a DIY lifestyle. 
The best way to influence othersis by setting a positive example. It should hopefully inspire kids to put an 
effort into a sustainable living that they love and not have to resort to wage slavery and capitalistic bullshit 
of fucking people over. 

And so it's been 10 years and the label decided to have a fest to celebrate. But one has to look to the future 
and wonder where Plan-it-X will be in 10 years. Will it still be sustainable? You have to figure m what 
happens if the bands on the label arent popular, as well as think of new ways to deal with bodies getting 
older, medical bills, and having kids(well according to OCC songs they don't want kids, but what about 
those of us that do?) 

I think that if we want to make punk a threat, | mean an actual threat to the system and society we live in 
now(the way it seems to be m some countries in Europe and South America), we need to keep looking m 
how to grow older with out growing up. Punks about 30, so I think as far as older rolemodels go we don't 
have that many. But there's more than just punk we can look to. I think we need to use our ethics to figure 
out what we need to live and how to achieve it past just putting out records or zines or setting up shows. 
I'd think it be rad to set up farms or communes. Figure out food sources and shelter, medical concerns, and 


>>>>Is DIY sustainable? Not in the sense that | wonder if it 
will stick around, because that's already been proven. Kids 
will do for themselves as long as they need to,but is it 
sustainable in a personal sense: How long can you stay with 
DIY? As many of the kids get older they start looking to 
make money off their talens...!ike their band. Those that sign 
to majors create this strawman to burn "Look 1 don't need 
some 15 yr. old kid whose mom buys his food calling me a 
sellout, You know I have to pay for everything myself" I tend 
to believe that 15 year olds are the only ones who can truly 
understand punk. But faced with the reality of wage slavery, | 
can understand trying to survive on what you love. Afterall 
how revolutionary is working in a record store? We should 
want more for ourselves. But I don't think that taking a scene 
like hardcore/punk/whatever and shopping it around to 
corporations is fair to anyone. The music doesn't exist in a 
vacuum. Bands didn't invent their sounds out of thin air. 
They were influenced by those that came before as well as 
nurtured in a scene that allowed them an audience and to 
grow. So playing a watered down vesion of your favorite 
band and them making thousands of dollars off it that you 
use only to make yoursdf wealthy is a slap to the face of all 
those who came before you. You stole a sound built upon 
anti-corporate, smash the state principles and in turn are 
attempting to make moncy off of it. | think that's wrong. 
I tend to think the idea of a "punk community as a small 
capitalistic model" doesn't make sense, not to say we should 
turn our culture into a commodity, but it seems like an equal 
trade of goods. A kid who plays ina band is likely to spend 
the money he makes into putting out a record and then 
sending it to a zine and the zine kids are likely to spend their 
profits on records. A lot of people who do zines, bands, 
labels, promote shows put in more time and money then they 
get out. The result is people making sacrifices for a greater 
good, the culture. Also giving their "products" little to no 
mark up, while a truly capitalistic scene would at least double 
them, shows a lack of growth and a respect for what we all 
have built. It should be mentioned that Plan It X sells their 
CDs for 5 bucks while a culture vulture like Fat Mike 
becomes a millionaire by selling his CDs at higher prices at 
chain stores in the mall and mainly to kids not in the scene. 
This has created an empire of shitty mall punk which now 
steals bands from the smaller labels. Ironic that these labels 
like Epitaph, Fat, Victory, etc. were able to grow into very 
large "independent" labels because no one was there to pick 
up their bands and allowed them to grow bigger with the 
label. 


in water, but I was curled up warm from my own breath in my face 
under the covers. I found it pleasant in my own goony way, being 
that I figured sleeping n the rain in the middle of Indiana was as 
bad as it seemed it, then, well, I was doing all right. I that find 
these moments of failure I bring about myself, make me giggle 
more than anything else 1 can imagine. 

With an early rise, | packed up. I stalked the back alleys and side 
streets about 6 blocks back to the car, with my sleeping bag rolled 
up tight in a pouch that dripped as 1 walked along. My white 
undershirt was soiled from a climbing around rooftops, | caught 
stares from miscreant old ladies and the subnormals who walk up 
at 8 on a Saturday. | was starting to feel like a cutter, 1 figured this 
was a good start as any to find a quarry, | smiled a dumb pointless 
smile just for myself. 

I woke Sean up in the car and we headed out, | had chatted up ` 
someone from the fest staff and inquired about the quarry, She said 
she didn't know where it was exactly but pointed me west. I was 
probably better off looking for water with a forked stick. | was — 
ripping down country roads, scanning the horizon and at one point 
made an arbitrary left. The quarries by my house all hada rise in 
the surrounding area from where they first started digging the hole. 
I saw the ground rise up and pulled the car over to search a field 
Sean was bored and not into leaving the car at all, especially since 
| was going on stuff | made up. I, however, am an idiot, the worst 
kind, one with a fierce dedication to the art of idiocy and will carry 
on adventures just for the sake of them. Forward tll death. I had 
come to a field, followed a stream and walked on. Sean had 
stopped at the barb wire fence, a while back. I just wondered 
around and found myself alone, surrounded completely by trees 
and butterflies and with the sun shining on my lace. It was so 
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community. There is some headway into this already, Lifestyle becoming more focused on hings like 
shoplifting, traveling, dumpster diving, and alternative ways to live. We need to expand just past cullure 
and make an option available to all people, not just our enlightened circle. 


>>>>lIt took me some convincing to go to Bloomington. I'm always having to push people and twist their 
arms to get them to do things. And I'm goddamn sick of it, let me tell you. Two people bailed out on me, 
including a trip riding our bikes down and around to visit friends. Finally | got Sean to go even hough | 
had to miss the last day because he couldn't get out of work, but still we were going. I was excited not just 
because of the show but also because of the credits at the end of "Breaking Away", one of those "this 
movie was filmed entirely in Bloomington" deals. The film's about a rivalry between snooty college kids 
and the townies, who are called "cutters" (because their parents worked in the stone cutting mills). The 
cutters spend their time hanging out at the abandoned quarry outside town. It's a giant swimming pool left 
over from digging stones from the earth. It is possibly the greatest swimming hole in the world, in my 
humble opinion. I set out to find it and splash around in it, a goal | considered of the utmost importance 
All those years growing up in the staleness of suburbia where we spent our time dreaming about burger 
joints and inspiration points that we'd seen in all those movies had taken a toll on me. It seemed so far 
away from hanging out White Hen parking lots that we were offered. | spent all those teenage years 
hungry for some action. Man, what | wouldn't have given for a drag race strip in my town. 

On Saturday moming, the start of the second day, I rolled off the rooftop of an abandoned pizza place 

The morning brought a convoluted contentment. It had rained steadily throughout the night. | had been in 
a sleeping bag with a tent sack, no poles, pulled up over me. I had tried several rooftops in hopes that | 
was completely invisible from adjacent buildings. I had finally settled on one across from he university 
by crawling up a payphone. Somehow water had gotten into the sealed tent sack by an invisible hole or 
osmosis, a feat that still astounds a head scratching to this day. During the night | slept sporadically, laying 


goddamn nice. I had a little moment, feeling proud of 
my directionlessness, which was bound to take me 
where I'd never been. There was a garage sale right 
where we parked so we stoppedin, We scanned the 
cassette tapes and knick-knacks. The woman whose 
house it was was really friendly, so I asked if she knew 
where the quarry was. 

"It's right over there" said her friend pointing to a field 
past the neighbor's house. My backasswards wandering 
got us about a couple of blocks away. What luck! They 
gave us more detailed directions and warned us about 
parking. The lady offered to let us park at her house. 
They said there were about 7 quarries, but they had 
only filmed the big one for the movie. Also General 
Electric dumped some PCPS into the water years back, 
so they weren't sure how safe it was to swim there, The 
lady said that her brother swam there everyday and died 
at 28, but then again he also worked at the mill. The 
mill...they were cutters. I should have known, there was 
something noble in their kindness. We thanked them 
profusely for their help and letting us park there, Sean 
bought a fishbowl. 


We were about halfway down this trial through a forest area behind people's houses when Sean got scared of a guy mowing his lawn. He told me he'd meet 
me back at the car and cut out. I think he was freaked out by this blowhard who had a goddamn heartattack earlier about us cutting across his property. We 
apologized saying that we didn't know that it belonged to him. It was just a buncha trees anyway, He waved his cell phone around saying that the Sheriff was 


down at the quarry arresting people already, but! knew he was full of shit. 


I kept following the trial and caught up with a group of kids going swimmin. They went to high school in Bloomington. We started shooting the shit and 1 
was telling them I was from out of town and stuff and they wanted to know how I had heard of the quarry. Turns out hardly anyone had seen the movie, but 
they heard of it. We started to pass the smaller quarries, they weren't like the ones by my house, which were just big holes. Those had to do with digging out 
minerals and ores and junk like that, The stone quarries dealt with hauling out big slabs of rock out of the earth to use for architecture. The main difference | 


saw was that you could swim in one, but not the other. 


Friends, it was magnificent, The quarry was everything I had imagined it to be. It was like a rectangle cut dug straight down into the earth with the walls 
being shear rock. It was bigger than the size of a football field. In the middle laid all these leftover slabs. Past that was a ledge that jutted upwards at a 45- 


degree angle like it was built to address the gods. You could dive off that or challenge those snobby rich kids to swim races. 


There were two main spots to jump off of. One was about 30 ft.drop, the other was equivalent to jumping off an 8 story building. I hopped in and swam 
around for a long time and felt good about my life. | laid around on the big rock and took it all in. The cutters sat around drinking beer, the college kids 
smoked dope. All of us enjoying a Saturday in the afternoon of our lives. We shot he shit a little more and watched kids do the big jump. It was crazy how 
long they were really in the air. It looked like they flapped their arms about a million times before they finally straighten out and entered the water like a 
perfect knife's cut. This one girl did the jump and landed sloppily with a big splash. When she came up she started hollering how "I can't feel my legs, you 
guys" She was all right and all, some friends swam to help her until her legs loosened up from the numbness. That jump could mess you up something awful. 


There's scene where someone does a back flip off it in the film, you know 


| had a hell of a time there. | wish I Could do stuff like that more often, just horsing around with some complete strangers instead of wasting time away in 
someone's goddamn apartment or something, bored as hell and then griping all day next moming when your favorite sweaters full of someone's cigarette 
smoke. | took one last look around, made a promise to myself that I'd be back someday, then headed out to find Sean and retum to the show. 


and who really started up Plan-it-X. They play as a 
duo, acoustic guitar and violin, which I think sounds 
great as far as the instruments are concerned. When 
they stick to tlie folk stuff, they lay down some 
good tunes but sometimes they come off like 
sounding dated like their old band and Chris' voice 
isn't the greatest for the style they're paying which 
only adds to the bad pop punk sound. But they have 
a couple terrific as hell tunes every once and a 
while. 

In the middle of the day there was a break for a 
"Punk Town Meeting. It was suppose to be a forum 
for people to talk about any issues that people 
thought would be important to discuss in a group 
setting, but realistically it's hard to take 200 kids 
and really discuss something not superficially. It 
was a great failure. The medium just won't allow it. 
There were facilitators who talked a little. 1 sort of 
enjoyed one guy who discussed what to do with 
what he learned in school and how to apply that to 
punk/activism but his ideas were cut short, and then 
on the other hand some other guy was all like" hey 
man, let's not spread rumors" So it came off as 
being lame cause of the way it was set up. Sunday 
they had some speakers from the different groups 
who were getting donations from the fest ticket 
sales. | suppose that came off better than the Town 
Meeting. Once there was a Lawrence Arms show at 
the Autonomous Zone in Chicago put on Act Your 
Rage and they set aside a space for people to talk 
about the Mumia protest and all the illegal, 
aggressive, and sexisttactics the cops used on 
protestors. There we about 30 people there and it 
worked out really well and was an idea I would like 
to seen more at shows, but haven't since. ] think 
better forums for politics, issues, or whatever could 
be discussed in zines or even message boards, but 
no one reads zines anymore and message boards 


»»»»The first night was in a smaller club that could only hold so many people so you had to wait until someone 
left before you could get in. The first "bands" were these three guys playing solo acoustic guitar and trading off 
between songs, 1 didn't mind missing their stuff. | don't really recall anything to write home about until | Object 


played. Posi hardcore that isn't your typical apolitical jock straightedge. 1 was actually surprised that they were : 


playing since I figured they were just a local band from somewhere in New York. I had gotten a split tape of 
theirs with The Pests and didn't know that they were known outside their local scene. It's rad that they got 
popular. They played great and everyone was into them. I suppose they were the hardest band there, which is a 
little weird if you think about it. After them were The Modern Machines who played Rock n' Roll stuff that 
probably only blues enthusiasts and rockabilly guys like, they did cover one of the only Replacements songs 1 
like. | enjoyed it from the back, which was a shame cause I couldn't get back up front when The Insurgent 
started playing. It was one of their lastshows and a real highlight of the fest for me. They play catchy songs that 
hangout somewhere between the East Bay and Gainesville with a lot ofpassion and intensity with the whole 
crowd singing along. | felt like I was missing out on some huge secret. | had never even heard of them before 
and here they were breaking up, they were incredible though, hollering and sweating and rockin out for all it's 
worth. A lot of the bands that played throughout the fest were good, like there wasn't really any that | fdt 1 had 
to endure. I enjoyed them all, even if] knew I'd never listen to their records or see them again. | was able to 
enjoy the moment of them and me being in the same place and listening to them play instruments while the 
crowd clapped along, badly, (Bike Punx can't keep no rhythm, but it doesn't stop them from trying) Which isa 
rare thing nowadays, when bands put out albums before their first show and the idea of sharing music only 
comes when you can take something home with you. Rosa was one of these bands that I enjoyed live as well as 
this gentleman whose name J can't remember, I don't even think he was scheduled to play. But he got up there 
and was playing all this rad Ebullition sounding stuff on just a bass and singing silly songs. Man, that guy was a 
blast to watch. : 3 
Saturday started with a lunch time meal that was included with the tickets. It was a totally awesome idea. A 
bunch of Bloomington kids each brought a dish of something and scooped a little out for each person. Me and 
Sean picked up some utensils and cups and ate a big menagerie of food in layers, all delicious. The first 2 
bands of Saturday were missed because | was out exploring quarries. But 1 got back in the middle of Shotwell's 
set. They played some of that scrappy East Bay punk like Crimpshrine was still around. But the kids don't 
listen to that shit anymore cause there's no sassy belt buckles or eye make up. What the Kids Want played and 
was ex-the Sissies, their set was all right but the highlight was bringing up the old bass player, Hanna, and 
doing some Sissies' songs. Ghost Mice played after. They are Chris and Hanna from Operation: Cliff Clavin 
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aren't really used for anything other than "their new 7" is cool" and "the olsen twinz give me a bÜner! 


The whole Saturday night line-up was the real reason I wanted to come. Soophie Nun Squad, Abe Froman, Carrie Nations, and This is my Fist. Soophie were awe 
inspiring as always with people shaking their stuff and acting like goofballs. Sort of like having the time of your life at a cheesy school assembly. When I interviewed 
them for the zine a couple of issues back they insisted on hugging me afterwards. What a bunch of sweet beans. There set was one of the best I had ever seen. After thy 
played though, the pit reeked of garlic It was amazingly ridiculous. I mean how does garlic get that strong to take over an entire venue? Weird Man. Carrie Nations 
played a rad set following. For me it was a case of wishing | had their CD before I saw them play because I know] would have enjoyed it more if I hadknown the 
songs. I suggest picking up "Be Still", it's got super catchy melodies laid over a variety of god drumbeats and well formed song structures. I was a little disappointed 
with This Is My Fist, which has an ex-Mushuganas, Ambition Mission member. It seemed all their greatest song were on that first 7" I'm not so sure about the other 
stuff. It didn't wow me or anything. Abe Froman got the kids moving too. 1 think it was their last show or an infinite hiatus or something. I think they just started to hit 
their stride with their side of the split 12" they did with Soophie. I like some of the Erin Tobey solo stuff, not the atmospheric stuff, but the simple pop stuff. This Bike 
Is A Pipe Bomb played last and it was a terrific way to end the night. They had the place in hysterics. They do agood job playing live, it's always a litde sloppy with 
good time foot stompin, the harmonica a wailin', and whole lotta hollering. The whole nine yards. After the show there was a Bg party somewhere, but me and Sean 
opted not to go. I was sort of bummed out by the kids. Does anyone feel like a mob ever? Or do you just feel like an individual stuck in a mob? 

Before the show, Me and Sean would see punks coming into town wandering the streets just like us. They would walk past and eye us suspiciously. It was so inane, we 
obviously knew we were all here for the show. Why were we trying to act cool? We took to sayinghi to people or "see you at the show" and they were sort of taken a 
back. It was so strange. Then on the other hand you had kids trying too hard to look cool and act wild, like trying to fit into the folk punk stereotype like "yeah man, I 


love kickball, check me out I'm wearing daisy dukes. I didn't shower, wakka-wakka-wakka. I'm the life of the party. My bike's as tall as a flagpole" | caught more than a 
couple people acting this way. They were posing too hard to show what a great time they were having. It sort of nagged at me throughout the whole show. I can't really 
explain it. I really like a lot of the folk punk bands out there. The idea of picking up acoustic guitars and trying to write heartfelt sincere songs and really putting an 
effort to do things DIY and for the kids is a great thing even ifthe Young Pioneers did it eleven years ago and no one cared. 1 guess | don't want to see something lke 
that become a trend, to be something that requires certain elements: a dress code, clichés, songs about the same 5 topics. When something is defined it can be destroyed, 
because you cant ruin what you cant put your finger on, Yeah, well, the only other thing | was gonna say about it, though was that I really thought it was cool that most 
of the bands had female members. | sort of hate to bring it up because most times it's treated like a novelty like a lot of all-girl bands(the donnas or the 5,6,7,8s) or 
people point to it as saying "hey look how diverse we are" instead of being viewed as a normal thing. But in the case of a lot of the bands associated with Plan-it-X or 
those that played the fest, it really is a normal thing. The ratio of girls to boys was a lot higher than previous shows with a lot of women playing in bands instead of just 
being spectators. When the local high school bands like Friel or Metacom had basement shows, it was really rad to see about 50 percent of the people at the show were 
girls, but at the same time, none of them were in any of the bands or involved with the scene, they were just sort of casual on-lookers. So 1 wonder what makes the Plan- 
it-X/folk-punk scene so different? Is it just a case of having more female examples and it growing from there as well as addressing the issue or does Plan-it-X work 
harder to promote bands with girls in them? But I don't think that's entirely the case cause bands like Ghost Mice, This Is My Fist, Abe Froman, and This Bike کا‎ A Pipe 
Bomb, and Soophie Nun Squad arc really, really good. Which makes you wonder what else you're missing out on by just listening to one perspective over and over 
again. Cause there's more to learn from hearing different voices rather than just listening to the lives of teenage white males, not to say some of them aren't my 
favorites, but c'mon, man. Anyway I'm sure I missed out on some rad bands on Sunday too, but I was driving through the night for four hours listening to David Cross 


standup to get Sean back to work on time. 


it m makes me sad is all. watching sorry people on grey days, walking across s parking lots, solemnly getting in empty cars and jeeps with dirty plastic windows 
that will always be cold. toothless men in mustaches and nascar caps counting their camel cash, sons in tow, who will soon grow up and grow out of innocence. 
immigrants with dirty hands and grass stained sweat pants. heavy set mothers who hit their children in public places. middle aged women in jogging suits eating 
. pretzels on sticky tables in department store cafes. all of the lonely leftover people going back to their one bedroom apartments. going back to their dying cats 

-and hot plates. paying their rent on time every month. what's inside is not a life but more a series of objects: a stack of old magazines, an uncomfortable sofa, a 
television set, off white stains on the walls, a clock ticking in a silent room. digital watches are a muted reminder, unlike a metronome keeping track of that last 
minute we wasted. another tick passes and we do not know what to change. time speeds forward, but our hearts slow down to a mutter or a murmur. living in a 
nation with the highest standard of living and the highest suicide rate. because we have no idea how not to waste our lives. rushing around accomplishing goals 
can kill the space between hours, but at times it seems that this does not matter. it will never amount to anything. the only truth we can ever really know. if we 
choose to live with this in mind, that we have no purpose, it does not comfort. what's the difference between me and them? one day I just may fall in line with all 
the overmedicated and those too shy to buy anxiety pills. i never liked people really. i find myself increasingly more bored and restless. i become reluctant to get 
along. the time slips away and we all feel it. that if i don't hold on to my friends and that if i don't find a her, it will all slip away forever. the coma of adulthood. 
all your socializing is done in your 20s. you don't make friends or meet women. all social venues wither up. these are the people you will spend your life with. 
those co-workers and possibly a bar scene filled with sagging heaps of the aged, the remnants of the lowest of the low. the ones no one wanted. after a certain 
age you will never find a mate. most will panic and make do for a couple years of compromise and maybe kids but it won't last, and all that will be left is a quiet 
sort of sorrow, interrupted only by uncomfortable breathing in the middle of the night and being unnerved by the sound of my own voice. 
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them and be loud and drink and smash into each other. This review is really 
rather pointless, because this CD is for their friends, not you. Fourthly and 
lastly, this is an enhanced CD, which features the infamous show where Tony 
pees into his pants on stage. 


The Fire This Time:Young Activists and the New Feminism-Book 

Edited by Vivan Labaton and Dawn Lundry Martin 

Anchor Books, 2004 

The Fire This Time is an excellent contribution to today's period of feminist 
reflection. This collection of essays successfully identifies new areas of feminist 
struggle and documents the activists who are responsible for new strategies of 
organizing, The editors choose to embrace the word "feminism" despite its 
negative associations, misuse in the popular media, and co-optation by 
corporate fashion and entertainment. I agree with the editors that it is 
Important to still use the word feminism and assert the new definition that is 
taking form. I understand the word to have the same meaning that they do: it 
is a belief and a movement that attacks our culture's oppressive gender roles 
The constructed roles of "men" and "women" are impossibly constringent and 
are the source of a multitude of social anxieties, ilis, and violence Ë 

With that said, the twelve essays investigate how patriarchy is manifest in 
many forms in American society: the missing or degraded portrayal of women 
in the arts, the exclusion of women in media and other technological sectors, 
the disproportionate effect of colonial oppression on women, the marginal 
position of female informal laborers, the double oppression of being an 
immigrant and being a women, the threat posed by xenophobic à 
environmentalism movement to women, among others. Importantly, the 
articles gave voice to the young, the transgendered, the people of color, and 
other marginalized feminists. Women organizing against the prison-industrial 


complex, youth creating their own independent media, immigrants organizing 
for their human rights, and others give us hope for a brighter, feminist 


the organ 
America. More than simply a review of activism, the authors in The Fire This 
Time urge the reader to get involved, and a "Recommended Organizations" 
section in the back of the book helps the reader connect with groups in their 
community. I highly recommend this book. It Is an accessible and enjoyable 
read for academics, activists, and strangers to feminism. Send me $2 for 
shipping, promise to give it back, and I'll lend it to you! (Adam Ex) 


Earthless-Sonic Prayer CD 

Gravity Records 

Being a fan of "space rock" ,or whatever you want to call it, I was quite 
excited about getting my hands on Earthless' record "Sonic Prayer". With only 
two songs but clocking in at over 40 minutes,(each track 20 minutes) I am not 
sure if you would label this an EP or a full length, to be honest with you it 
doesn't really matter. Appropriately titled Sonic Prayer, this is a very good way 
to describe the sound pummeling through the speakers. The first track with 


A Day Called Zero-s/t CD 

Gravity Records 

6 songs in 42 minutes of quiet mumbling, 2 minute build ups, soft and dreary 
ambient music that I can't stand 


AK47-Free Palestine CD 

(PO Box 1034, 1720 Doulas St. V8W-2G7 Victoria, BC Canada) 

You know, the one time I was in British Colombia I almost spit on Harry 
Connick Jr. I found myself at some corporate record store and he was doing an 
autograph signing the floor below. I didn't know that it was him though. I was 
directly above him, there was no way I could miss. I kept trying to look at the 
album covers he was signing for the line of middle aged women to figure out 
who he was. I just thought it was some poor, struggling Canadian pop star. 
After reading some magazines, I was headed out and saw a sign for his 
autograph signing. I immediately rushed back, but when I looked over the 
railing there was just an employee rolling up a banner. I considered spitting on 
him, but it just wouldn't be the same. The lesson here is if you get a chance to 
spit on anyone remotely famous, you should seize it before it's lost. 

AK47 sounds like about a million other local bands I've ever heard in the mid 
to late 90s. Sort of like trying to transcend that Hopeless/Fat sound by playing 
it harder and faster, but still keeping melodies(and ska guitars) in some songs. 
Think camouflage shorts and a Propaghandi influence. If you were in high 
School and just getting into punk you would love this, especially with political 
lyrics, that aren't that smart, but anti-racist, anti-government, anti-prison, 
anti-war, and "Burn America to the ground" sound real good when you realize 
for the first time that there's a lot of people who feel the same way you do. 21 
songs for $5, I wouldn't recommend it unless they were from your town. Oh, 
and if I ever see Harry Connick Jr. again-I'm going to walk right up to him, 
spit in his face and say "That was for Canada, you son of a bitch" 


Chronic Bleeding Syndrome-I have a new world for you to destroy CD 

Killing Room Floor Industries(1754 West Belle Plaine Apt G Chicago, Il 60613) 
We were sitting around Ray's house again, doing nothing in particular when 
Jason and Rob burst in all excited and told me I was now singing for their 
band. "Alright" I shrugged. It's a pretty amazing thing when your friends get 
all jazzed up about an idea and especially when they flatter you with becoming 
a part of it. I had never sang in a band before and was sort of added onto 
finished songs that didn't need a second voice. "Sing this part with me" John 
would say. It was mostly undecipherable grind with songs about Gummybears 
and razor blades and that British nanny who shook that baby to death a 
couple years back. My favorite was a cover that we did of "Captain Planet is a 
Power Jock" by ...uh, Landmine or somebody, I think. I never heard the 
original so I had to make up my own lyrics about Captain Planet buying under- 
aged kids beer and the like. Most songs were like that, stuff I yelled out for m 
own amusement that no one heard. Every practice something would end up 
breaking and Rob's fingers were usually bloody. That to me was the point of 
being in a band. Once during a good jam we were jumping around and 
screaming like loons in John's basement, Jason put down his guitar and picked 
up his shitty one and threw it across the room. Being a tiny, tiny room with 4 
people, drums and amps in it, the guitar almost clipped me as it flew past and 
hit the wall. In all modesty, I'd have to say we were probably the most 
brilliantly conceived idea in the whole history of music(or even sound) 
although I never actually play2d a show. Jason and John ended up 
playing about 7 shows in 6 years and put on 2 tapes and this CD. Listen to it 
once and then break it. 


Dipshit-Another Shitty Show CD 

Pissed Jeans Records 

Let me say first that Sean and Paul and Tony are some stand up fellers. I 
showed up at their house and spent a week riding bikes, dumpster diving and 
watching 3 seasons of Curb Your Enthusiasm. So this review may be a little 
colored. Second, you should know that Dipshit broke up, but most of the 
members started up a new band in the same vein called Romancing the Bone. 
I overheard Paul, the guitarlst, describe their band to someone as "rock n' roll 
bullshit" with a smile but also in complete honesty. Third, as a band at EIU: 
they're awesome. As a serious band: they suck. Their genius lies in knowing 
their limitations and excelling in them. That's what makes them and their side 
project(shrouded in mystery and casio keyboard beats) The Guys so good. To 
get an idea of their sound, mix the party rock attitude of Bad Wizard with 
sloppy rock/hardcore and some funny-weird lyrics. This is one of those bands 
that got together to yell and be loud and for their friends to comer and see 


fascinated with such things. I demand they be in movies, television, on the 
news, in best sellers...Everywhere! I just can't get enough. Alley McBeal, LA 
Law, Law and Order, Boston Legal, The Practice, Runaway Jury, The 
Rainmaker, Erin Brockovich, Head Cases, Trial and Error, My Cousin Vinny 
Judging Amy, Night Court, Perry Mason, more news coverage. I demand a 
whole station dedicated to re-running the OJ trial, in addition to 8 more Court 
TV channels. I want live coverage, If that's not possible, I at least demand 
crudely rendered sketches out of pastels. I demand more sitcoms and TV 
shows have court episodes, I want more Judge Judy, Judge Joe Brown, Moral 
People's Court, Judge Mills Lane, Eye for 
etc. I don't care if it's bossy asshole judges who have 
on the actual law and instead rely on their own brand of 
moron hot head justice. As long as it's In a courtroom setting, I don't care. I 
want to slice a deep laceration down Sandra Day O'Conner's back and tear her 
۱ „ like a skin suit and go around all 

day, pretending to be'her: so I could talk about lawyers and judges and 
courtrooms and juries all day long. I want to slice my tongue with paper cuts 
on John Grisham novels so that I bleed law when I talk about it. Because I 
crave more from this obviously unsaturated genre. I even confess to crimes 


an Eye, Texas Justice, 


The Honor System-Rise and Run CD 


Elgin was once a goldmine of Incredible bands: Slapstick, Tricky Dick, The 
Broadways, Honor System, Tuesday, Alkaline Trio, The Lawrence Arms. Most 


..Alkaline Trio became so unbelievably bad, they're not even 
worth mentionIng anymore. The Lawrence Arms gave up singing about any 
political consclousness after the Broadways but were still great until signing 
with Fat Wreck and putting out one disappointing album after the next. 
Musically stil! good at times, but incredibly lackluster In the lyrics. The Honor 
System released an awesome album and followed up with a 6 song EP which 
held it's own. Then after 2 years or so they come out with Rise and Run. An 
album more upbeat then any of the previous stuff, which is always a plus, but 
for some reason isn't. This release feels a lot more studio polished. The guitar 
sound is more modern, the bass has more groove to it, and the song structure 
progresses in a way that makes sense if you compare Single File to 100% 
Synthetic. All of this combined just doesn't work though. Dan's lyrics, which in 
the past have always been highlights of both The Broadways and The Honor 


System are sorely lacking. I can't put a finger on it but this comes off 
sounding like I've heard it before. 


HeWhoCorrupts-The Discographer CD 

625 Thrashcore 

I don't think the rest of the country has caught on, but in Chica 

all over this band. It's ridiculous, The hype that they get is pac RE 
say that they don't deserve some of it, but hype is hype and it's all horseshit 
anyway, really. In a short time the band has come out with a volume of work 
only matched by bands that have been around three times longer or by Spazz. 
This CD has 61 tracks. It starts out with 10 live songs(Pointless. All live tracks 


frontside 
are pointless, unless you're the Ramones or the songs were never released 
otherwise) Then works it's way backwards through their various splits, comp 
tracks and a 7". Also included Is the Optimus Prime Demo. The early splits just 
sound like KungFu Rick, it wasn't until the Murderous Grind Attack compilation 
that HWC actually came into their own sound. Maybe because these 
discographies always signify an ending, I can't help but think that, like any 
innovative band, they've reached a point where they need to keep moving 
forward or get stuck in a rut. It's a heavy burden to ask for lightening to strike 


. 


f little to no information 
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; 2 flesh from bone, so that I could wear iit 


if just because I am able to get a closer seat to the world of court. 


‘Grey Flight Records 


4 i of these bands were incestuous and linear, but vastly impressive nonetheless. 


_ | But time passes and well, most of these bands broke u and 
the results? Well. V bud, they Ore 


solid beats and ravishing guitars is what I would like to 
music, my steps match the beat of the song.. 
listened to it I was with Face and she asked 
record for longest song ever?" 


Call the perfect walking 
«I like that. The first time 1 
me, “Are they trying to set a 
What an idiot. The second track has more of an 


epic sound to it, a little slower but still keeps the rhythm going with excellent 
guitar parts as well as solos. Overall Earthless' "Sonic Prayer" is an excellent 
album, And if you appreciate longer songs your 
rewarded. (4.5 burgers out of 5 burgers) (Tony) 


patience will be greatly 


Hm p Court, Judge Mathias, Divorce Court, 


frontside 


Friel-s/t CD 

(1605 Park Ave Baltimore, MD 21217) 
Fellini once sald "There Is no beginning, there is no end...there is only the 
infinite beauty of life" I always felt this was an Important concept, despite 
finding his films uneventful and indulgent. La Dolce Vita was 3+ hours of 
enduring boredom with the exception of the scene at the restaurant with that 
really cute waitress and that rockin organ song, and then again where she 
comes back at the final scene at the beach and she stands as a representative 
ef youth and fun and he looks back to the crumb bums he's been with and 
there's that hideous carcass of some unknown sea creature dying between 
them. There's only 15 worthwhile minutes In that film. Extend the same Idea 
to Ghost World and maybe that movie wouldn't have been a complete wreck 
but a really hilarious 10 minute short of the guy chilling with hls nunchucks at 
the convenlence store and talking with his mouth full of food. There is a 
certain need people have to draw out things to a feature film length that I 
don't understand. I guess It comes down to being marketable, but in reality It 
only means wasted hours of my life. I enjoy short storles, short films, fast 
songs, etc. If it starts to go bad- cut it short at any length. To hell with Intros 
and conclusions. I get the feeling Friel understands this and tries to take the 
best parts of thelr favorite songs and then smush them together in a violent 
staccato outburst. Screechy and maniac with two singers. Lots of screaming 
and wailing guitar and fast too, that's Important. Sort of like a looser, ugller 
version of KungFu Rick or like the Ultimate Warriors, but with songs about 
stuff that matters: the environment, absurdity of war, US neocolonlalism, not 
giving into passitivity, etc. Eleven songs In slx and a half minutes. The demo 
was a lot better though. 


Ghost Mice/Defiance Ohio-Split CD 

Plan-it X Records 

($5 to PO Box 3251 Bloomington, IN 47402) 

Defiance Ohlo offers up 5 songs of folk punk. With a little more polish and tact 
they could've banged out some really terrific tunes. Their second song is the 
best of the bunch. Their third, however کا‎ ruined by a clapping part mid-song, 
which Is strange cause I'm really do like clapping, I mean who doesn't? Then 
they do a Gorilla Biscuits cover, "Things We Say" which sounds ok and is 
Interesting when done with a vlolin(all the non-traditional punk instruments 
work well for them), but since I've already skipped the third song I tend to 
skip again, which takes me to the last song, that has a great construction of 
parts(which is one of their strong sults). The male singer's voice kind of 
bugged me at first, but after a while I got used to it. They're more enjoyable 
lve than on record, check them out if they come to town. Ghost Mice are Chris 
and Hanna from Operation: Cliff Clavin fame playing acoustic guitar and violin 
respectively. I'm really hit or miss when I hear their stuff. The further away it 
کا‎ from their previous band the more I like It. They start out with a pretty all 
right song, then move to one about traveling: half terrific and half lackluster. 
Then 2 songs that are kind of meh. But redemn themselves with an awesome 
cover of Pretty Boy Floyd(the highlight of their side) 


The Groodies-s/t CD 

Redline 

95420 S. Bishop St. Chlcago, IL 60609) 

This doesn't Interest me. For one thing, there's absolutely nothing about 
lawyers, court, or the justice system in here. As an American, I must be 


sounding CDs that I've heard this year. Imagine that sound that Indian 
Summer or Rites of Spring came up with and add in gritty straight forward 
punk stuff. You know, like Crimpshrine saved their lives, so they started 
rockin out on duct tape drumsets and screaming along at humid basement 
shows. Bottom line Is these boys can sure bang out some fine tunes, lots of 
build ups and ideas and melodies make this shake your hips and raise your 
fists. There's a little cliche but it uses it to bring the rock. Now I hate to 
quote(actually paraphrase) labels that put out their own records cause 
usually the hype goes (insert great band here) meets (insert classic band 
here) and it actually sounds like garbage on fire. The Insurgent plays songs 
with parts you wait the whole song just to hear that one catchy part. Trust 
me, it's amazing. What bummed me out a lot was that I wish that they 
would have included the explanations to the lyrics like they were on the 
original releases. I mean isn't it suppose to be about communication? 


Madeline-Kissing and Dancing CD 

Plan-it X 

($5 to PO Box 3521 Bloomington, IN 47402) 

I first heard this while visiting Todd, he had it on in the background while 
he was working on some sewing. He offnandedly mentioned he was jealous 
that Madeline had written hundreds of songs since she was 12 or something 
like that. Which makes you sort of want to like it, that idea of a person 
locked up in a lonely sunset bedrooms with just six twangy strings and the 
worn wood of a guitar neck, writing song after song, night after night. 
About a year later Plan-it X sends this In to review, so I throw It on while I 
worked on some layout. The first thing that sticks out is the Eddie Rogers 
yodeling that's on a couple of these songs. Past that, it caught my attention 
a couple of times and other times I just didn't dlg it. It's pretty standard 
stuff in the vein of cigarette acoustic or coffeehouse serenades or what 
have you. I'm sort of undecided on It. These songs seem like the kind you'd 
have to really invest time Into listening to it, and In the end I don't feel like 
it's going to pay off. I'd recommend it as swell background muslc, but that 
might just be a way of saying it doesn't cut it in the foreground. 


e Mentally Ill-Gacy's Place: The Undiscovered Corpses CD 
Alternative Tentacles 
(PO Box 419092 San Francisco CA 94141) 
This is a bunch of odds and ends from Illinois circa '79. There seems to be a 
reason that this was overlooked. Hardcore punk in the vein of the Germs 
ruined by quitars that sound like mosquitos, an overly annoying snot nosed 
singer and song titles like "Tumor Boy", "Doggie Sex", "Cum Twat", "Dry 
Heave", etc. There's tons better stuff then this from the early days of punk. 
Chicago sort of provides a Informational backdrop off it's own miscreants 
(Gacy, Jeffery Dahmer, Richard Speck). I remember eating dinner in my 
kitchen with the news blaring in the background, the day Gacy was 
executed. They also did an episode about John Wayne Gacy on Chicago 
Stories, a local PBS show. All about how he fancied himself an amateur 
politician and even had a photo of him and then first lady, Rosilyn Carter 
that's included in the layout of this CD. As the cops tralled him trying to 
come up with more evidence to get a warrant. Gacy would go to bars with 


boysetsfire 
them in tow and tell people they were hls bodyguards. He, apparently, was 
very likable. He'd buy them drinks while trying to sweet talk them into 
thinking they had got the wrong guy. He even helped them out when they 
had car trouble. His undoing, though, was inviting them Into his house (one 
use the bathroom because when the air came on the smell of lye he used to 
cover up several dead bodies In his basement was what finally got the 
warrant) where, while they were there he showed off that photo hanging on 
the wall. Also ask me sometime about Channel 2 airing those Richard Speck 
surveillance tapes of him doing coke and having sex with other men. All the 
fucked up drugs he was smuggled in made him grow very woman-like 
breasts that the news had to black out the nipples while broadcasting the 
footage. 


twice. So the options laid out are 1.Break up 2. Reinvent themselves by 
taking what they've already done and build upon it(most bands do this and 
end up losing their audience and play weird niche music that only satisfies 
them) 3. Play the same riffs in different order and get worse and worse 
releasing watered down records still on the hype they got when they were 


good. But all that aside, give this CD a listen, go see the band. This is a 
worthy release. 


black eyes 
Damage Deposit- Straight to the bottom 7" 
Havoc Records 
(havoc records, po box 8585, minneapolis, mn 55408, www.havocrex.com) 
this 7 inch has some of the best artwork I’ve seen on a 7 inch In ` 
awhile. the silver and grey cover artwork by critkill colon is amazing. there 
Is also a spread'on the inside of a hand drawn chaotic "mosh scene" that 
shows up on records like this a lot, but this one I liked a lot. you know, a lot 
of different types of punk rockers sporting their appropriate styles for their 
sub-sub genres beating the shit out of cops and each other. awesome. on to 
the music...drawing a variety of influences, from the ‘83 sound to judge. 
there are also hints of melody in the japanese punk and roll sense, and 
modern day sounding youth crew (the music is very pile-on and finger- 
pointing conducive) without the bad metal. It's still fast though, which is a 
must for me for this genre. Lyrics are all over the place, we have silly songs 
about different moshers, songs about the fucked up slaughter of puppies 
(seriously!), and how "government and big business are out to screw the 
little guy." this کا‎ a great record, better then their first 7 inch. 
recommended to both the thrashers and varsity letter enthusiasts. (dan 
shea) 
I Object-Tape 
(ixobject@hotmail.com) 
Usually anything that can be described as Straight Edge Youth Crew past 
4988 makes me think of all those terrible bands(In My Eyes, Ten Yard 
Fight, Kill Your Idols) with cheesy guitar sounds and no real heart, steeped 
in nostalgia that got it all wrong or backwards. But here you have 10 songs 
played fast in simple that learned a lesson from those Connecticut and DC 
bands. Based In an early Revelation Records sound, but more born out of 
thrash with trade off boy/girl vocals. This manages to be familiar while 
avoiding being generic musically and also lyrically. A stolen cover from Flex 
Your Head should let you know where they're coming from. The best 
compliment I can give this band Is that I wish they were from my 
hometown. In short this is radical, especially the song "My Kid has a Kid" I 
Object reminds me of growing up and having kids work their butts off to 
create something honest and make a positive change In their world and 
surroundings, It gives off an early 90s ABC NO RIO feeling, where it seems 
very possible for a scene to create a difference through music. Not cynical, 
but also not naive, it's a real belief that they can change things and politics 
don't end with just singing songs about what sucks. 
I Object/The Pests-Split Tape 
Another fine tape release to snub the Ipod punks. I Object offers up 3 rad 
songs on their side. The Pests are I Object with 2 different members. They 
play Nard Core influenced skate rock. 4 songs all about 7 plys and 
urethane. They do it with fun and sincerity and I really dig their songs 
though it seems everyone's been jumping on this trend of trying to rip off 
Spazz a decade too late. Luckily there's no badly drawn skeletons doing 
inverts in pools with lyrics that sound like the worst of the poems 12 year 
olds would send In to be printed in the back of Thrasher. 


The Insurgent- It will be that sound CD 
Innocent when you dream/Dare to Care/Square of Opposition/Troy 
This band went totally under the radar but came up with one of the finest 


heard It) It sort of made sense, I got into punk through local chicagoland 
bands and everyone hated me. High School was funny/awesome in that 
way. Being rejected by a bunch of morons only reinforced and validated my 
reasons for not wanting to be like these people and that life. 1 was oniy part 
of a handful of punk kids in my school. I think what's missing in a lot of 
bands nowadays Is that alienation. The fact that it used to be really obvious 
that the Scene was made up of kids who didn't fit in anywhere eise, It think 
that's changed. SW was a perfect soundtrack. That being said I've never 
been one turn my back on what I once liked and it's always pissed me off 
when people ridicule their former Interests. But what I liked In this I've 
found in other bands that I like more and outgrown it. Even though I don't 
really listen to this anymore I stili respect it for that point in my life. 1 think 
I didn't have the palette to judge this when I first heard it. It reminds me of 
looking at those old Fireside flyers. Like instead of going to that Digger 
show you could have seen Lifetime a week later or realizing you missed all 
those Charles Bronson or Cap'n Jazz shows right in your own backyard So 
the question is raised, knowing what I know now, would I recommend this 
CD to others? BoogdaBoogdaBoodda was the band's earliest material and 
probably my least favorite release next to Bark Like A Dog. It lacks 
musically and the lyrics are just dumb, but there are still a couple of good 
tracks in there. I think if you were going to listen SW, it shouldn't be by the 
albums, but as a mix tape made by a friend. “ 


Screeching Weasel-May Brain Hurts CD 

Asian Man Records 

Coming home from a Queers show, me and Rob were 

bumper traffic on the highway when these White Piers ety 
term that refers to preppies/jocks. Comparable to the upside-down 
backwards visor look of today, it was used to described the jag offs who 
wore white baseball caps with a college sports team on them. The trend 


resurged circa 1998 when 
college teams called Cocks 
or Game cocks started 
appearing on these hats) 
Started making fun of us 
for some unknown reason. 
There were two of them 
with their girlfriends In a 
jeep in the lane next to 
ours. We scrounged 
around Rob's dirty car to 
find pop bottles to throw at 
them when we spotted old 
ketchup packets. We 
proceeded to open and 
4[toss them into their stupid 
roofless jeep. It was a 
perfect shot. I got all over 
them, their clothes, their 
girifriends' hair, and 
probably the upholstery. 
"That's night- 
UPHOLSTERY!!! Right 
away, they were changing 
lanes, getting ready to kick 
our asses, revving their 
engine, etc. Rob exited the 
. [first chance he got and 
they followed us off the 
highway. Once on the 
street Rob avoided red 
lights and zoomed down 
Side streets. When he got 
on a busy street again he 
zig-zagged through these 
cars and then changed 
lanes and hit the brakes. 
He had arranged it so that 
the Jocks were stuck 
i! behind 2 cars, one in each 
ove math lane. As soon as one car 
would speed up, Rob would switch lanes again to brake, trapping them until 
they hit a red light and we drove off laughing into the night. It was by far 
the best get away driving I've ever seen. And the point of the stary, my 
friends, is not that this Screeching Weasel album was playing, but that it 
very well could have been. 


Sea of Tombs-s/t CD 

Gravity Records 

When I first saw the cover art for Sea of Tombs self-titled album I laughed, 
I thought someone just drew on it with Crayola Markers, but it turns out I 
was wrong. An older release of Gravity Records from around 2001, not to 
be confused with what would be a newer release. The album opens up with 
a slower feel and a lot of cymbals, but midway through the first track the 
song picks up and makes me want to do 


The Rapture-MIrror CD 

Gravity 

This Is the first release by the Rapture, issued on Gravity Records. Overall, 
a kinda weird release, more like a demo, with six songs, an "Introduction", 
a remix (by electro punk Kid 606). A mix of garage and New York dance, 
It's Interesting to hear where the now hyped to death band came from. 
Unlike other punk of the late 905, The Rapture looked to UK 70s punk and 
American post-punk instead of emo for Inspiration. The songs are cold, 
dark, loose, at times weak (especially at the finish), and the mix is awful. 
By far the best song on here is the title track, with slick drums, desperate 
vocals, and a spooky organ riff. "Allenation" is a cool song, which captures 
The Rapture at their most original, and anticipates their best work on their 
"Out of the Races and Onto the Tracks" E.P. I like all the songs on "Mirror", 
but they don't really make sense together as an album. They would sound 
better on a mix tape or a college radio show. Recommended for those who 
like lo-fl, new wave and dance punk. The rest of you can ejaculate with the 
hipsters over The Rapture's new album on Universal Records. (Adam Ex) 


The Safes-Family Jewels CD 

Failed Experiment/O'Brothers' Records 

I made a list the other day, trying to figure out how many times I've been 
stopped and hassled by the police. I could clearly recall 62 times. Including 
all the unforgettable incidents where cops have pulled up while I was 
Skating some spot and told me to get lost, I'd put the actual number around 
70. I've had the cuffs on me 4 or 5 times, been In a jail cell twice, but only 
arrested once. To this day I stíll don't know what the charges were. One of 
my favorite Fifteen songs is "Stolen Lives" named after the activist group 
that tries to spotlight police brutality. The Safes will never write a song that 
qood cause they're too busy singing about girls and bullshit and combing 
their hair while Jeff Ott's singing about all these people who got killed by 
the cops for bullshit reasons. And it got me to 

thinking that in those roughly 60 times(not 

counting running from cops, being followed 

Slowly, or security guards) all It would take Is 

for one of those copsto get itchy and shoot 

me dead. Now imagine if I lived in the city. 

Now imagine ifI was black or hispanic. 

There's a good chance I'd be dead or in jail 

by now. They shot Amadou Diallo 4 times 

for pulling out his wallet. Herein Chicago the 

cops killed a mentally retarded man sitting 

outside his house with a remote leaned against 
shis chin, because they thought it was a 

gun(seriously now)and that he was suicidal. A 

good way to stop someone from killing them- 

selvesisto SHOOT THEM THROUGH THE 

FUCKIN HEART. So what chance do I have? 

Because you know the cops won't be fired or 

even get a pay reduction, they'll just be taken 

off for a week with (wink, wink) full pay. And 

my moms will be out there on the news hys- 

terical, crying about "They shot my baby boy. 

He never did no harm to non one and they shot 

him. They killed my baby", but you'll just flip 

the channel back to Elimidate or some shit and 

forget about me and my poor mama. 


Scholastic Deth-Final Examiner CD 
625 Thrashcore/Laja/Impeachment 
1f 8 band puts out a discography but you alread 
have most of their stuff, is it still worth getting? 
With this release I'm swaying to the "yes" side. 
There's a good deal of compilation stuff on here 
that make up a good part of the 50 tracks on 
here. Also it includes their three 7"s. The 10 live 
tracks aren't necessary but the enhanced CD 
with live shows کا‎ a definite plus, considering 
that the band never played out of California. 
Also if you've seen any of the What Happens 
Next? or Life's Halt shows on other 625 releases 
۔‎ you know what I'm talking about. Complete 
` destructive awesomeness; bands jumping all over the place and just a 
swarm of kids going off, tumbling around and tackling each other. An 
excellent use of the medium, I mean who wants to be at a boring show 
much less watch one on video? Now an the other hand, if you don't have 
` any of Scholastic Deth's stuff you should track this down because, hands 
down, this fuckin rips. Skate thrash played fast and heartfelt, The 
drumming on this pummeis all the way through while a high pitched voice 
screams about skating and reading books. Includes members of What 
Happens Next?, Assuck, and Jud Jud In this band. 


Screeching Weasel-BoogadaBoogada.Boogada CD 

Asian Man Records 

When 1 was 16, Screeching Weasel was one of my favorite bands. (Just as a 
reference point: my favonte SW album Is Anthem For A New Tomorrow. 
Sure it has skip tracks, but I think it holds up as well today as when 1 first 


the locust 


friends cause he's soft. Damn, I knew he was chicken shit ever since that 
time the Doobie Brothers leaned on him 'bout bootlegging concerts. She 
Like Todd is soft tao. They‘re just waiting to sell out the scene with their 
radio ready inoffensive pap punk. That shit my fly on Nick at Night, but 


` here in the real world; snitches and talkers get stitches and walkers, 


Skitsystem- Gra varid/svarta tankar CD 

Havoc Records 

this is a reissue of the d beat classic. these swedes play hard and fast. not 
really too much to say about this, It’s pummeling d beat that کا‎ pretty much 
essential if you listen to anything sounding remotely like this. i saw them in 
the us on their latest tour and even though the singer didn't know a lot of 
english, he managed to say “hey baltimore, we d beat you up,” over and 
over. yeah, this rules, considered by many to be one of the best records of 
the 90s. (daniel shea) 


Thé Sonnets-Mystery Girl CD 

Failed Experiment Records 

I sort of feel bad for hating everything Failed Expenment puts out. For two 
reasons mostly The first; while I was using my consignment money for 
some zines I dropped off to buy a CD. The guy behind the counter started 
asking me about my zine and hands me a stack of CDs to review.(On a side 


“Fote it should be noted I was buying a Koufax CD, Which would 


automaticaliv lead one to question why would anyone trust someone buying 


»., CD on Vagrant to have any sort of criteria for reviewing records? The 
¿release in question was It Had to Do With Love and seems to be the only 


Koufax release worth a damn, pop melodies under a 60s influence meets a 
Sort of laid back new wave/new romanticism a la Split Enz. I was taken 
aback as well. T first heard it in the photo lab at NIU when someone left the 
CD there for a week. After listening to while making prints I grabbed it and 
took it back to my house, taped it to cassette and returned it. Later during 
an unfortunate incident, the tape was stolen as a result of being left in my 
car's cassette player as I slept under a desk in an empty classroom In 
Georgia, Then I found a USED and very cheap replacement at Reckless 


substrato 


push-ups or something similar. The album pushes on, and at times it feels 
that the drums are carrying the band and the rest of the band is following. 
Sea of Tombs S/T album Is a good instrumental listen, the 

builds of the songs and beats keep you caming for more, but not too much. 
(3.5 burgers out of 5 burgers) (Tony McAley) 


The Setup/Schematic of a Waking Life-split CD 

Electric Human Project 

(500 South Union Street Wilmington, DE 19805) 

Sounds like every other bullshit metal core band out there. Experts say that 
we are just 6 people away from knowing each other. Does that sound like 
total crap to anyone else but me? Who really came up with that anyway? 
Like I'm just 6 people away from someone living in Portugal and that 
person Is 6 people away from knowing some recluse In China? I think a 
more believable statistic Is that people in America are 6 degrees away from 
someone in a crappy metalcore band. Try to imagine all the people you 
know in these bands then picture all the people your friends know and then 
thelr friends and then their friends and then their friends and then even all 
their friends...a little overwhelming. 

The kids don't know Truffaut. They don't know Chris Burden. They don't 
know Abbie Hoffman. They don't know the Germs. They don't know DRI. 
Hell, they don't even know the first two Converge records, so is that why I 
keep hearing the same recycled guitar parts over and over. They just take 
what once meant something and then duplicate It and play it over and over 
untíl they don't know what they're saying anymore and it's become 
annoying like hearing a foreign person trying to swear in English. Listen, do 
something different or not at all. I'm starting to feel that the time has 
passed where bands were political activism; opening communication, 
providing Information, and inspirlng action. But hell man, these ideas are 
out there already and not a lot of bands haven't done shit with or built upon 
them. Putting out a record doesn't solve anything, it's like having a nice car 
or a good paying job. They don't solve nothing neither. Yeah, it's great that 
you and all your friends can have a sick mosh together, but when it's just 
for you when you have nothing to communicate. And I know 1 good deal of 
punk Is about youth and certain Ideas have to be repeated cause it's kids' 
first day. But man, why's the scene less pollticized now then 10 years ago? 
Why don't we try to be greater than punk? 

So bands: Stop putting records out. Things are bad enough without you 
creating more petroleum byproducts to rot in landfills and the bedroom 
closet at your rnom's house. I'm glad that we have a striving scene where 
kids can support others being creative and new ideas and even offering a 
political resistance, but what the fuck does that mean if you're not creative 
or political? Are you even trying? A democracy doesn't work If no one 
participates and a punk scene doesn't thrive if no one does anything new. 
The onty positive thing I can hope to say about this CD Is that it's a split so 
it did not take twice as long to waste my time. 


Shattered Angel-In the Arms of a Ghost CD 

Failed Experiment Records 

(www.failedexperimentrecords.com) 

Anyone could have written these lyrics using a limited amount of 
refrigerator word magnets, rearranged as a poor excuse for art instead of 
dirty phrases to make your friend's roommate laugh. The words 
"broken/break", "dreams", "arms", "cry*, "hell^, "sky", "angel", "blood", 
"heart", "forever", and "dead" are recycled in different, but limited phrases 
through 12 songs which mean absolutely nothing more than an exercise in 
phonetics using semi-religious imagery. This seems to be less a honest 
expression of truth and more about trying to fit in a rigid genre. Take Thrice 
or some other reasonably crud band and add it to MTV2/Headbanger's ball 
metal-core. Please note: playing generic hardcore but having a terrible 
singer does not constitute originality. And how many times do I have to see 
another poor imitation of the same Jacob Bannon styled rip off art work? 
Especially to songs that look like you went through his waste basket and 
tried to tape together his thrown out lyrics. The reason why Converge and 
Dillinger Escape Plan(to a lesser extent) were so good is that they carried 
us away from the mundane open E operas that was chugga chugga. 
Hemingway once sald something to the effect of: you shouldn't bother 
writing a story if it's already been written unless you can beat it. So how do 
you beat it? You can 1. Beat them at their own game of ralsing the bar 
another notch, meaning that you've chosen to perfect a tired genre already 
or 2. You can take it in an entirely new direction. This requires creativity 
and direction or a t least fusing of another genre. Or if you truly love this 
form of music so much you can rock out as hard as possible. Play with 
Some passion for christsakes! Smash the drums over your head. Blow out 
the amps every other song. Scream until you vomit. Shattered Angel falls 
perfectly in step with a scene that has chosen to take a band that they like 
as well as another band playing very similar to them and copy them both, 
badly. 


She Likes Todd-s't CD 

(ShelikestoddG yahoo.com) 

Hey remember that "What's Happening?" Episode where the gang all decide 
to be graff writers. Dwayne tags "Cool Disco Dwayne" and Roj writes 
"Smoke Dust 129". They go around bombing everything like crazy; the 
trains, bridges, walls, the bathrooms at Shirleys. Then the vandal squad 
ralds Rerun's house and bust him up real good. He ends up ratting on his 


finding new bands and I dare say that 
internet have killed off the idea. Bastard radio is m 
3 small catalogue of what he distros. On this are A 
Heros, Your Mother, Bob Marley, Attitude Adjustment, Aus 


Glow Skulls, etc. Available for 3 dollars or trade. A Queen 
you serious? 


the Fat Records $3 sampler and the 
ore like tape trading and 
gainst All Authority, Anti- 
Rotten, Voodoo 
Latifah song? Are 


los crudos final show) 
V/A-Gravity Complation video soundtrack CD 
Gravity Records 
1 suppose you could put this on and imagine what ali the videos look like In 
your mind, but other than that it seems a little pointless to release this 
since I'm guessing all of these songs have been released elsewhere. Crom 
Tech plays a short burst of guitar wanking with staccato drums that sounds 
good to my ears. Men's Recovery Project plays ambiance music that goes 
on for way, way too long combined with a humorous narration. The MakeUp 
does their thing, which everyone always calls Mod, but really isn't. Really 
loose sounding playing with good organ parts, some elements of 60's soul 
and R&B combined with desperate vocals and a screechy howl. I never liked 
any of their stuff but why Is it everything I've heard of theirs always sounds 
like it was recorded live by a shitty boombox at the back of an empty 
coliseum? Monorchid kicks out some jams and then the score and narration 
to a short film called Autumn fog closes this out. 


V/A-Gravity Video 2 Soundtrack CD 
Gravity Records 

Read above and then apply it to this review with The Locust offering up a 
song off that Epitaph album they put out. The Rapture singing like the guy 
from the MakeUp, but adding in dancey punk and not being very good. 
Tristeza playing some weird cacophony of layered sweeping sounds 
segueing into a low key instrumental jam. The Black Heart Procession plays 
a mellow song with soft vocals and a plano, which sticks out nicely on this 
collection but may not hold it's own elsewhere. I'm still undecided. Sea of 
Tombs plays a stoner rock song that's like a million years long and Men's 
Recovery Project is once again like the Star Wars Christmas Special. It's like 
listening to a bunch of Wookies talk but then suddenly there's Jefferson 
Starship playing in some hologram briefcase and snippets from the actual 
movie cut into the plot. Sam McPheeters once said "We didn't do interviews 
because there was really nothing to be said coherently about MRP" I'm 
pretty sure they started off this song with a sound clip from "Alphaville" and 
then goes onto make less sense that that movie. 


Vitamin X-Bad Trip CD 

Havoc Records 

Most of you would already agree that Vitamin X plays modern youth crew 
styled thrash better then most of the thousands of bands that are doing the 
same thing. But c'mon [ already heard what they're trying to relive 
perfected In 1983. So what's the point? Are we just running around in 
circles trying to revive a dead scene? What are all these bands opening 
shows and baring people trying to accomplish? Is it the cover near the end 
of their set that everyone dances and sings along to only to go back to 
standing bored as they finish the rest of their set. As with any revival band 
you have to ask if they're going to make a dent in the genre of fast 


hardcore, like will peopte still be wearing Vitamin X shirts in 5 years? 
Well...are kids still wearing In My Eyes shirts from the Bringin' it Back days 
of 1998. Sadly none of those kids moved onto really political straightedge a 
کا‎ Chokehold. So I think the best we can hope for Is that Vitamin X never 
puts out a How We Rock album. 


which brings me to the guy at the counter who turns out runs Failed 
Experiment and who seemed like an alright guy even though the bands on 
his label are terrible) The second reason is that most of the releases on 
Falled Experiment are benefits for various worthwhile causes and I may be 
mistaken but I belleve that the label might be fully non-profit now. So I 
hoping that they do well to help these causes but also because labels doing 
benefits has really died off and I'm giad that someone is setting the 
example and keeping the idea out there, So I thought I was going to like 
this. Hell, the one sheet compared them to The Jam and the cover had 
modernist iconography. I was duped by whoever's sister they got to dress 
up as Agent 99 from Get Smart until I realized that I could only listen to 
half of this before it felt like ants were crawling into my ear and tnen 1 had 
to throw it out of my stereo. 


Soophie Nun Squad-Pasizzle Slizzles Tha Dizzle CD 

Plan-it X Records 

The first time 1 saw Soophie Nun Squad, I was floored. It was completely 
awesome. Imagine 11 people in silly costumes and boxer shorts singing and 
dancing like goofs and a puppet show on top of that. The early stuff 
reminded me of I Farm meets the Beastie Boys meets the Monsignors. It 
was like seeing your friends' band when they dressed up for a basement 
show or when they played that one funny song that they considered a 
throw away but it was really the one everyone went nuts for. SNS rules in 
that way, but I think you have to see them live to truly get it. Everytime I 
see them I'm extraordinarily happy for a week afterward, They're like those 
great moments with close friends when you're trying to freestyle rap to 
casio keyboards or dancing with your limbs autonomous of each other. 
Being so dorky without pretense and giggling at everything because you 
know it's more important to laugh then whether something is funny or not. 
Soophie creates this feeling somehow and do it in an inspiring, shameless, 
childhood-like way. I was really excited when this CD came out, and a bit 
disappointed too. A band that is this open and willing has always had a few 
skip tracks on all their releases, this one had more than usual. There's a 
couple of songs that are kind of spoken in rhythm instead sung like that 
song on the Abe Froman split. And they include a seven part rock opera. 
There are about the same amount of hits as misses on this CD, that sort of 
experimentation has made this bad great because when they get it right it's 
more than worth it. I recommend this, but suggest you pick up some earlier 
stuff first. 


Spacehorse-s/t CD 

Gravity 

Heroin- They were incredible. I think what's always swayed me towards 
them, moreso than the other fine San Diego/Gravity bands was in a time of 
personal yet non-sensicai poetry filled with a witty one liner here and there 
to keep them respectable, was the lyrics which expressed an utter futility of 
life, Cutting down to the bone, not ashamed or relying on false assumptions 
to allow lying to yourself. Lines like "I'm ashamed, at times I am convinced 
that humans are a mistake that we could never justify", "We're not that 
much younger than our parents, yet another second passes arid you'll never 
be the same again, and which each second it seems like it does not 
matter", "you have to live with yourself, or not at ail" Mix that it with a lot 


of new ideas thrown into the music building upon the gruff-emotion-of-a- 
raw-nerve put to music and bass heavy melodies of bands like Indian 
Summer, but somehow all fucked up and frantic like trying to destroy itself 
from the inside out, It was at this time when emo became more chaotic 
taking that urgency and destructiveness of the original punk bands and 
mixing in pain as well as contemplativeness. 

Spacehorse- The new band from former ex-Heroin members. The singer 
and drummer? I think, (I lost the sheet gravity sent with the release) There 
is و‎ pretty strong Heroin feeling in this(a lot of familiar sounding chord 
progressions) but with a more stripped down approach going back to an 
early american hardcore influence, like all those 1981 bands but not as 
fast(which is what I would like to hear more in future releases) and the 
vocals also have a little J. Biafra warble added to them. 9 songs in 14 
minutes but It makes you feel like you're listening to a full length. When 
comparing this to the former the lyrics fall short in my opinion and end up 
reading like rambling beat poems. But maybe I just can't appreciate "Fuck 
your cancer with a curtain of insects" or maybe coded messages are just a 
cop out. Regardiess, this is solid and grows on you the more you listen to it 
and in the vapid landscape of today's punk scene it manages to stay head 
and shoulders over almost all the stuff out there. 


Together We Fall-Drowned CD 

(3125 Port Way, Annapolis, MD 21403) 

Lyrics like “Wasting my time worrying who I've got to beat down" and "You 
had your hair in a french braid...I always liked it in a french braid” and 
"Hold me sweet fesus,..I'm drowning” or even "The fucking was great but 
the love never lasts" and still "It's a warzone, barstools,,.pool cues... beer 
bottles...broken bones" Maybe that's because "These words might be hard 
for you to understand...God gave them to me” 


V/A-Sodomized Again! CD 

Bastard Radio 

(2421 W. Jefferson Phoenix, AZ 85009) 

Does anyone even listen to comps anymore? It's no longer necessary in 


The week before writing this, the price of gasoline in Chicago hit a record high of ۶2.461 per gallon. During the same week, the Chicago Tribune noted 
that Saudi Arabia is the sole nation with a capacity to increase oil output, but even if it did, would not be able to produce enough to bring gas prices 
down (Manor). Consumers are not buying less gas, despite the cost, and our nation’s leaders are not planning drastic changes, despite the impending 
energy crisis. At the same time, a U.S. foreign policy of aggression, motivated by the interest to control oil rich regions and discipline its inhabitants, has 
produced an environment hostile to national security. Ah, yes, there was no more apt a time to have read Kunstler than this summer. Over the past three 
months | read and mulled over his The Geography of Nowhere. The book had been referenced in a bunch of places, and it was on my “important shit to 
check out" list. Reading Kunstler, on one level, was a little too easy for me. He hates suburbia, sprawl, and corporate control, and champions well-planned 
cities and towns, public space, and democracy. Reading Kunstler was a personal and pleasurable read. | knew what he was saying, and he knew what | 
was feeling. But it was a little like hanging out with your circle of friends in which everyone agrees that our president is an asshole, and you all take turns 
throwing at him insults (albeit intelligent and informed ones). Reading Kunstler, on another level, was eye-opening. He provided a comprehensive con- 
text for the revulsion to the corporate landscape and our longing for the popular one which all of us lefties feel. | would like to share some of Kunstler's 
most important contributions to the discussions about our constructed environment.His thesis is simple, but not simplistic: over the last century, the 
automobile has been a primary engine for development, and in the process, has ruined our surroundings. Auto-led development has destroyed some of 
our greatest communities and has replaced them with dehumanizing places. Kunstler's task is to trace historically how our cultural and physical environ- 


ments have degraded one another, facilitated by the automobile. The rise of the 

automobile simultaneously contributed to our ongoing ideological project of pri- > " lEn 
vatization as well as our physical pattern of expansionist growth. These patterns RE = IEADIN IN یا‎ | IN CUN =h a 
have long histories in our civilization, dating to our colonial-era seizure of North Sl ll USI 
America. Land distribution, from the start, was speculative, meaning that a large 2 AD yl NG Ten 1l 6 AGO 
tract was bought by one party and divided and sold at a profit to many other Ç AAS d | 

parties. This practice “degrades the notion of the public realm,” (Kunstler 27) B y Ad: am E X 


because there is no incentive for collective ownership, and consequently no 


collective use. The physical and cultural meet if we are to agree with Kunstler that 
the public realm is the manifestation of the common good. This is a basic premise for all of Kunstler's analyses. The pattern of expansionist growth, of 


course, is deeply rooted in our society, stemming from the "manifest destiny" ideology of our western-moving colonizing project. Because I'm interested 
in Chicago, Kunstler's discussion of cities is most important to me. He argues that the automobile simultaneously destroyed city transit and enabled 
waves of white flight to the suburbs. How did the automobile rise to such a position of power? Beginning in the 20s, General Motors (GM) began to 
purchase electric streetcar lines, tear out tracks, and convert them to bus routes. The electric streetcar was a relatively new invention, and in its short 
time operated as a clean, efficient, and inexpensive mode of mass transit. But GM removed streetcar tracks, thereby creating a demand for buses, as well 
as a need for space to accommodate the car boom that soon followed. Along with Standard Oil and Firestone Tire and Rubber, GM created various 
subsidiaries in order to systematically dismantle all electric transit. They succeeded, because by 1950, more than 100 electric-run trolley systems were 
replaced by gasoline-powered buses (92). More importantly, this process facilitated the privatization of transportation: with the trolleys gone, there was 
more room personal car use. Furthermore, cities suffered severely in order to accommodate the personal car boom: Between 1910 and 1940 Chicago 
spent $340 million on street widening. There is a class element to this as well, given that the poor who could not afford cars subsidized those who could, ° 
by paying taxes ines car is a private vehicle, but which travels over public space) (90). Other losses were priceless: highway construction, part of the 
shameful era known as urban renewal, leveled entire neighborhoods and displaced thousands, which in 
Chicago usually meant poor communities of color. One reason cities bent to the will of the auto- 
ç related industries is because auto-related industries, were, essentially the economy during Great 
و‎ i Depression. The car, and the public infrastructure needed to support it, created jobs, and highway 
construction stimulated real estate growth. Suburban expansion would not have been possible 
without the automobile. Of course, Kunstler takes on the suburbs, but cannot escape the sarcasm 
and bitterness of so many other critics. Kunstler really hates post 50's suburbia, and his emotions 
serve as strong propellers for a sound analysis. The automobile, through highways, led people and 
development farther from city cores. Highways themselves became sites for development, giving 
new markets in transit. Hence the cheaply-constructed and utilitarian commercial buildings that 
pepper any intercity road systems: gas stations, convenience stores, fast food joints, etc. However, the 
characteristics of these developments, namely (1)Extreme separation of uses and (2)Large distances 
between them, are also part of intrasuburban developments. In other words, commercial, residential, 
industrial, and civic developments are isolated at great distances from one another. Separation of 
zoning uses originates from a good cause: keeping industry away from homes. However, Kunstler 
argues that post-war suburbs take this to an extreme,to the point where it is difficult to survive in the 
suburbs without a personal car. This is dramatic, especially when you consider that people under 16, 
some older folks, and folks who cannot afford cars have severely limited access to places in their 
suburb. It is also extremely wasteful. Take Kunstler's example of a school located far from a residential 
area: school buses, at taxpayers' expense, run only twice a day exclusively for the school-age 


population. 
Extreme seperation of uses means that: 
"there are no corner stores in housing subdivisions, though the lack of them is a great inconvenience to 
anyone who would like to buy a morning newspaper or a quart of milk without driving across town. 
The separation of uses is also the reason why there are no apartments over the stores in the thousands 
of big and little shopping centers built since 1945, though our society desperately needs cheap, decent 
Cid. «Sed x اس‎ for those who are not rich” (Kunstler 1727) l ' » 
` unstler determines that the seperation of uses and large distances degrade the quality of building 

T t > um h مھت‎ | Ê construction. Unlike a traditional mainstreet, on which people walk and experience commercial 

buildings on a “human scale,” suburban developments in their ubiquitous malls, are experienced on a‏ شف 
larger scale, via the automobile. Because suburban commercial developments are isolated in malls, their‏ 
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architecture has no context within which to fit. The result is design that Kunstler calls “obscene,”“irreverent,” and “cartoonish.” A degradation in the design 
of spaces corresponds with a degradation in their use. We do not experience such places as a coherent part of our community; rather; we transport 
ourselves to them at intervals to satisfy our individual consumption needs. A perfect example of how a degraded physical environment degrades our 
cultural environment is the mall. Effectively, the mall commercializes the public realm for the quintessential privatized suburb. In a mall, you may meet 
and engage with fellow citizens and strangers, but within constraints: security forces prohibit you from being there during certain hours, and from 
engaging in certain activities (exercising your freedom of speech, etc.). Basic public amenities, such as sidewalks, are conspicuously lacking in many 
suburban developments, despite the real estate-promoted myth that suburbs are the best places to raise children. Indeed, the auto-driven developments 
of suburbs can be hostile to the rearing of children. A perfect example is the fact that streets are made to accommodate the protection of cars (property) 
over pedestrians (people): trees are sometimes prohibited within certain footage of the street, because they would damage a car that has run off the road, 
despite the fact that trees might protect a pedestrian from the reckless vehicle. Similarly, some village codes create streets wide enough to accommodate 
` turns at 50mph, even though the speed limit is half of that. A fascinating part of Kunstler’s work is his reading of some of America’s tourist places. | will 
refrain from spoiling his descriptions of Disney World, which are uncompromisingly critical and hilarious. He also examines Henry Ford's Greenfield 
Village, a historical reconstruction of a town typical of the times of Ford's childhood. It is a place for Detroit residents to drive to, park their cars outside, 
and experience life as we imagine it to have been in the 1880s. Disney World, Greenfield Village, and other tourist places are alluring to us because they 
offer spaces of fantasy; an escape from everyday life. Kunstler argues that one important way that these places are fantastic is because there is no hint of 
the car, nor car-oriented space. The supreme irony, is of course, that Henry Ford, perhaps the individual most associated with the car, created a tourist 
place that is fantastic and wonderful for its reconstructed pre-automobile state. 
While real car-free communities are unheard of, people are beginning to talk more about pedestrian-oriented living environments. This is partly from the 
popularity of the “new urbanism” agenda, the merits and shortcomings of which deserve more attention than can be afforded here. 
Kunstler's book is formidable, and it begs to be considered when interpreting spatial conflicts in our urban areas. An overt example of an attack on 
people-oriented streets and buildings is being made by, appropriately enough, a car dealership! Old Town, a neighborhood on Chicago's near north side, 
has long been pursuing pedestrian-oriented development. Over the past 50 years, stretches of streets have been closed off from automobiles, sidewalks 
have remained broad, and commercial establishments have accommodated pedestrian shoppers. That is all being threatened by a proposal from a 
"Grossinger auto dealership, who desires to build a five-story, 75,000-square-foot ‘City Autoplex,’a mega-mall of cars that would add Cadillac, Hummer, 
Saab and Saturn dealerships to the current Toyota/Scion car lot. Along with this cement and glass giant, Grossinger has also filled a proposal before the 
City Council that, ‘the "Pedestrian Street" designation be removed..."(Witter)lf you've ever been to Old Town, you know that allowing more auto traffic, by 
opening pedestrian streets, adding parking spots, and accommodating loading traffic for the dealerships would radically alter the character of the area. A 
development battle such as this demonstrates how, in our post-suburbia era, the automobile is still threatening spaces of humane existence. 
Unaffordable gas prices, long commutes, foreign acts of aggression...can we ever overthrow the car and reject our history of whack urban planning? 
Kunstler answers that it's not a question of can, but when. 


1. Kunstler, James Howard. The Geography of Nowhere. New York: Simon and Schuster, 1993. 
2. Manor Robert. "Cost of oil not slowing drivers." Chicago Tribune. 9 August 2005. 
3. Witter, David. "Old Town Blues." Newcity. 4 August 2005. 


HEWHOCORRUPTS INC 
AUDIO OFFERING 


TOWER OF ROME “ALL IS LOST...CD 
Spazztic...yes...live...amazing.,.album...11 songs in under 10 minutes. That's about all you need to know. These IN natives blow through their O 
songs with a mind numbing combination of 1000 mph blast beats and battering breakdowns that are sure to rip the white belts off any spock 
rocker. Pick up the disc and get dat ass kicked!!! 


COM 


NOT ENOUGH GOLD - LIVE & LEARN CDEP 
Live and learn folks. Chicago's Not Enough Gold release their first offering, chalked full of pissed off, renegade fueled hardcore. Crafty quitar 
work complimented with tongue-in-cheek lyrics provide ammo for this short but sweet thrash attack. Backup vox by members of Fall Out 
Boy, The Killer, and Sidewalk. 


HOLY ROMAN EMPIRE - LOST IN LANDSCAPES CDEP 
What can you say about this one? These former members of The Suicide File, Shai Hulud, Arma Angelus, and the Killing Tree draws upon 
influences as wide-ranging as Sunny Day Real Estate, Quicksand, Failure, and Seaweed to crank out six gems on their debut EP. 
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TOWER OF ROME NOUGH GOLD HOLY ROMAN EMPIRE 
ALL IS LOST CD LIVE & LEARN CDEP LOST IN LANDSCAPES CDEP 


I-onea heard n story of this guy who had à prized collection of photos 
of him and famous celebrities, But they weren' t the typical "Gee, 
Wr..Ditka...would you mind if I had m$ picture taken with you?" That's 
chump stuff, real amatuer, like. This guy's deal was smash-and-grab- 
I'm-goíng-to-get-my-photo-whether-you-like-it-or-not. He'd usually 
sneak into a place, run up to the celebrity, and have someone quickly 
snap the photo. His targets were not only the famous, tur often times 
men of privillege and power: politicians, delegates, leaders of foreign 
countries. The sort of person who has & security entourage who are 
trained to shoot people running nt their ۷۲۶۰ Would you be ready to 
die for a photo of the f se minister of Saudi Arabia? This guy was 
sọ serious About his collection he even had an additional room built 


onto his house so he could display all his photos properly. Don Gibb, ' A 
ing it is that people carry around h ader Todd's Adventure Beers 


02 


Consider for a moment how disturb 
hundreds of celebrities in their conscious memories, yet couldn't 
name a handfull of congressnen, local government officals, CEOs of 
corporations-nenple who have an active hand in a facet of their life. 
With the increase of celebrity gossip televieiontntertainmont Tonight, 
Access Hollywood, THe Insider, E!, etc.), celebrity and movie news is 
Slowly craeping into "serious" nowa as though it was actual informative 
programming. No one bats an eye or raises a question about CNN cover- 
ing nowa of Sen Affleck and J-LO's weeding. Allowing people tovfeel 
that the unrelated private lives of moviestars is newaworthy and allow- 
ing people to live vicariously through others creates an obsessed 
culture where every piece of memorabilia 1m conveted..A photo becomes 
proof positive that you met a celebrity like the other hundreds of 
people they met that year, only tb be forgotten moments later. An 
empty token which says I took a small bit away from someone who had 
the unfortunate explerence of being famous, therfére superior, 
What kind of pride is being within 3 feet of someone who might have 
done something worthwhile...well what have vou done with vour Life? 
You got an autograph, huh? I guess I don't understand the idea. Why 
are they colleotable? It isn't rarity. People sipn their names 
millions and millions of times, even more if they're famous. Also 
they're pretty easy to forge. Give me a sharpie and same old magazines 
"here is the value? Baseball cards become Valuable if there i: 
mistake, ony 13 RBIs instaed bf 2. "Oh man, someone messed up and I 
gots the proof" What I would like to sea is collectable autograph 
errors, That's rare. How often de you spell your name wrong? Maybe ٤ 
in a hundred thousand, kind of embarassing inn't it^? But the real 
question is -how much would you pay for a Patrick Swayze? Or what if 
MNrgret Cho spelled her last name wrong^(really, how could you mess 
up only three letters?) 
Nerd Night has a very simple pretense 
soting like nerds, THe previous Nerd Night(The Pury #1£) was a success 
-guys calling us fagzots,giris hitting on jumping on peovle'’sa 
backs, chess, dancing on tables, physics quizzes, etc. This 
time it was awkward. I liken it to if you've ever said some- 


Spend the night dressed and 


thing slightly clever and then someone laughs for 5 minutes ۲ . ; ; JA 
like it was the funniest thing in the goddamn world. They keep 2 9041010 aaa kod L ] 
tugging on your arm telling you how funny you are en you 0 + t 7 OR 02896 


feel uncomfortable and think to yourself, Slightly annoyed "i£ 
really wasn’t that funny” š š M. 
The Scene: A liquor store in Romeoville. At a makeshift table 
sits Don Gibb, the guy who played Ogre in the Revenge of the 
Nerds movies(If vou remember correctiv Ogre wes an intigral 
charcter in the first movie, but the Frat guys tum on him in 
the sequel, rds in Paradise, for being a fat, dumb slob.. 
leaving him on a desserted island where the common bend of being 
outcast teams him up with the nerds) Ogre is there signing E 
autographs and pushing beer. that he and several old fat guys 

in Hawaiian shirts(presumably die-hard Jimmy Buffet fans) ` 
invented, A person buys 1) cases of the beer, pathetically van- 
dering to the semi-celebrity thinking 'If I buy enough swill, 
he'll invite me to party and then wo'll totally become best 
friends forever' F : 

As we enter 8 year olds ars helping carry cases of beer out to 
SRDS!" I look around and ask 


the car, We are cheered with “NZRD: 
"Where?" The hicks loved us. The cheering and "alright"s con- 
tinue. We stood there awkward as they wait for us to entertain 
them, Like a true nerd, I felt uncomfortable with all the att- 
ention. There is a line, several kids are pushed up to get an 
autograph, completely unaware of who this . :ébshslveled wash- 
up with the soraggily beard is, But their parents let them 
know he's a celebrity. Their eyes brighten up a bit at the 
thought of a valuable movie star autograph. They, no doubt,will 
take the glossy cardstock hom carefull not to bend the 
to store in a special place in their desk or closet where it 
will patiently wait for several years before thev realize its 
unimpertance and gets thrown out along Several crumpled u 
pieces of taner. ded 
When our turn comes up, Ogre a one of his crew to get him 
pretzels or something. He eats them as he talks to us. He 
throws around the word “DAWG” lco *e take some photos. He 
asks who to make it out to. "Preston and the AV club" I sav. 
"Seriously?" he repl 
l am veari e 1 n 3 
جس کی‎ ees says cameras around my neck. I even made a 
وا وت‎ PERI نر‎ One of his beer partners tells us 
W y great and can h lake some photos f in hai 
Thanks. You guys are really terrific" he save. on the website. 
arm. "It's not that funny I think" Tk en LATAS The tug on my 
We tried to salvage it by getting dos o2 like a flop. 
the Nerds. The video store clerk c d E Navenge of 
nythine about our nerd garb. I ےو‎ salit 
narfing lot and saw our clerk talkine to another kio v j 
wis start laughing at us, reminding me that this was moro than a 
B 7 
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Ring. Ring. Who's that? Oh, it's Hollywood on the phone. Of course, Hollywood was calling us up. 

Let's not shit ourselves here, especially while wearing your dress pants. You need those for 

work tomorrow. They were making a major motion picture about dodgeball(called...Dodgeball), who 

else were they going to invite to play a game at the premiere? No one, that's who. 

Western Springs is the ace number one dodgeball organization in the nation. They write about our 

exploits in the Chicago TRibune, as well as the local papers, and in FHM, ESPN the magazine, and 

on National Public Radio. The point is, it's a fringe sport that no one cares about and no one 

really plays. This does little to diminish this esteemed honor. Our championship teams range 

from any number of social inept high schooldorks to a 300+ 1b. balding man in his 30s to a 14 

year old boy genius in college. 

And: we ‘were going to hit the red carpet. The stars were shining in my eyes. I imagined all the 

wanderlust ancedotes I'd bring back to the simple, midwest folk: hitting millionaires in the 

face to show my dominance, giving fake red carpet interviews as Mr. Stilner's personal dodgeball 

trainer, asking Vince Vaughn to sign his recent DUI mugshot photo, having my photo taken with 

the glitteratti with a secret message like "Ben Stilner jacks off to Full House episodes" taped 

to the inside of my suitcoat, unbeknowest to them. All those stupid college jock websites would 

lap that shit up. 

I was excited. I'd never been to a movie premiere before, somehow I always knew I would though. 

Natural born superstars like me are destined for that stuff. I'd already taken to outrageous 

behavior, like I'd just hop in the back of someone's car and clap my hands. "Take me to the 

Governor's house" I'd demand. Also I'd taken to wearing a feather boa along with large rimmed 

aqua blue sunglasses with peach frames. The rednecks at the gas station were all like "What am 

you? A fag or sumpthin'?" I'd thrust my head to the clouds and reply "I play dodgeball" then 

they started to kiss my hands, my rings.. 

The movie, of course, would be terrible, but still I would be there in the classy larkness of 

the theater. My friend Brad suggested to make the movie funnier I should laugh everytime they 

say the word "dodgeball" I'd've done more, like yell out at the screen "You guys can do it if you 
only believed in yourself!" just before they would pump themselves up for the big game. Ben Stilner, star 
of Los Angles, would wipe his finger across the side of his nose aad furrow his sloping neanderthal brow 
admist the Tom Selleck mustaches he calls eyebrows, a sign for his personal bodyguards to "escort" me out. 
No doubt as a result of his jealousy of my wit and the stolen attention I recieved from the ladies in the 
crovd. "But it!s my big night!" he'd pout and stamp his foot. But I have a níce figure and girls seem to 
enjoy looking at it. I can't help being myself. 
As.they'd pull me out of there, I'd yell "You're a dead man Stilner. I'll get you! You played the same 
caaracter as in Heavyweights. You've got no range!" I'd also remember to mumble some vaguaries about poor 
artistic merit and the emptiness of the hollywood system. "hat would show them, then they'd have to 


confront it and soon there'd be some big changes and those fat cats would get all nervous and sweaty or 
something. It would pretty much be the demise of the movie industry as we know it, They could probably 
smell in in the air like dogs smell fear and that's why they didn't invite me. Wait...that's bullshit. 
Dogs can't smell fear. Fear doesn't have a smell, and even if it did, it would probably be like a whiff 
of blood mixed with semen, probably. 
I wasn't heartbroken, though. I still had a fun summer, I went to Seattle and another time a woman at the 
library told me I had a nice haircut, also we had some parties where we jumped and played and ate cake, 
A friend of ours worked for a rental company, so we had a moon bounce or a dunk tank. We were suppose to 
get some sumo suíts and play dodgeball in them. WE were going to call it "A day in the life of Slim" 
Slim was the afformentioned 3001b, balding man, who commanded a charming demenour and elegant use of 
language. It takes a certain stature of gentleman to have Flavor Flav break your bong, and that, sir, is 
a FACT! 

larger idea loomed on the horizon. We were obviously at the top of our game. What was there to challenge 
S? Gain hundreds of pounds and then play. It was like some television social experiment where the super- 
odel wears a fat suit in public and hidden cameras catch people laughing at her butt size and spitting 
in her hair at the market. We were given a month and a half to gain the girth. It is true that I failed 
in this aspect, so I camoflagued myself in bubble wrap I found in a dumpster. It was a cop out to my 
teammates who, still to this day, struggle with chronic heart problems and juvenille diabetes. I even saw 


one of them filmed for a news segment about American obesity. They showed him from the neck down, but you 
(could still tell it was him. 


slutty sister...well, not really. 
She might be. No oné wants to date 
her. But I was like a dead horse 
with all my limbs in the air. I 
grabbed at the ball bouncing 
around like a fatso would to the 
last skittle that fell on your 
chest and you try to grab at your 
rolls of fat to get it before it 
touches the water, because you 
were eating skittles in the bath- 
tub. I smothered that ball with 
the twin charms of luck and skill. 
Bes obvious then that we would 
win the tournament. 

My tape also had the Karate Kid 
theme on it. I talked the lady intc 
playing over the PA during finals, 
but then it was shut off after 10 
minutes. I had used my sexy voice 
to convince her, but then a man in 
charge didn't want to play it. I 
think he must have been a Libra. 
They had a bad horoscope that day, 
and he probably read the newspaper 
and felt sad. He said to me"It 
just played the same song again" 
“Yeah, I made the tape like that" 
How long is it supposed to play?" 
"An hour" 

I had to play it in my Jambox 
instead. That song will get you 
TOTALLY PUMPED in FIRST GEAR THRUST 


When the day of the tournament 
came I was nervous. Would we be 
able to not just defeat and humil- 
ate the other teams but defeat and 
humilate them with an extra ton of 
weight in our size 58 pants? Could 
I last the whole tournament in the 
suit? A river of sweat poured down 
my chest and into my underpants 
and shoes before we even started 
to play. 

I had made a special tape of my 
favorite Fat Boys songs for the 
occasion. We had all entered 
through a back door, so no one 
would see us. I hit the. play buttor 
on my Jambox, it was cued up to 
Wierd Al Yankovich's Fat(to the 
tune of MIchael Jackson's Bad) and 
as the first notes rang out a head 
popped out down the long hallway. 
We waddled out down past the 
locker rooms that lead open to a 
full gym. A finer cinematic moment 
couldn't have been filmed. As we 
strutted hard, I saw the fear in 
our opponents! eyes. These guys 
were a bunch of butter cups, and 
we ate butter for breakfast. 

In our very first game, as I threw 
a ball, one came at me. I ducked 
on my side and then flipped on my 
back, a trick I learned from my 
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Ovation. We were not the vis- 
ualization of just any dream, it 
was the American Dream: Fat, Over- 
indulgant, victorious. I raised 

the glazed circle of unbroken de- 
termination over my head as I nodde 
ed to the delighted revery of the 
fans. But then the same guy who 
didn't like my tape told us we 
weren't suppose to bring food into 
the gym. 

All in all, I think We all learned 
an important lesson about body 
tolerance and respect. Now when I 
see an overweight person, I try to 
stand really close to them so they 
will know that people like them 
and they shouldn't be ashamed of 
their bodys And I did end up see- 
ing that terrible movie. Ve snuck 
in and laughed as loud as we 
could everytime they said the word 
"dodgeball" Some high school kids 
behind us started kicking my chair 
We also went to see Fahrenheit 
9-11 after, but decided not to 
laugh everytime they said 9-11. 
"Two for the price of none"-that's 
what I'd call CHAMPIONS! 


MODE just like a J-17 jet plane, 
“the blue angel of the skies. I. find 
the words speak inspirationally in- 
to my own life. 

"Try to be the best/cause you're 
only a man/and a man's gotta learn 
to take it/Try to believe/though 
the going gets rough/you gotta hang 
tough to make it" 

That's poetry, the poetry of war. 
IT's like what eagles sing to them- 
selves while soaring through mount 
ains or maybe like you would play 
it during sunset on a lake with 
some grass growing out of the 
water and there's a ladyfriend 
with you to let her know that you 
are into living life to the füull- 
est and being a winner and that 
deserves victory. 

I think the most outstanding 
moment came when we had one man 
left in a game and he called time 
out, this is usually when people 
substitute players. But instead 
Slim stayed in and a girl came out 
with a fesh baker's dozen of ' 
donuts. We all took one. The crowd 
loved it. People leaped to their 
feet to cheer, tears welled up in 
their eyes. It was a standing 
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4avbe once or eveh Be a month somskimes on ® Lazy Sunday i d drive dowa tj 
ravotten part of LaGrange Park, dowm $'deserted street where all the old people { , 


a are hidden away. I'd šfistop in front orthənquganllving alone with his dying mother. Tad 


` 


the 70's Wbt- weekends her caretaker Aad off I would come and stay with her, Her son B111 was a relicfzom 

overgrown hair in thedrylook with late thick lensed eyeglasses, All his shirts were wide collared ٠ 
came in 3 piethoría of colors, He workëd as an accountant, I felt very sad for botit of them. 

Lnelpss was a still life. A house still ‘two decades behind, The air was staler then che vinyl furniture 
covering and plastic fruit. Jesse waa in her nineties and during the two or so years I spent with her, she 
had broken some bones and a hip. There was not a lot of life left in her frail body. Her thin frazzled je 
white hair didu't negate from her pigmentationless skin.There wasn't much for ner to do but pace the baren 

| 0 5 ya 2 t A “d handrail and Bucy Y ld feel h thin hones unde lopse " 
EROR SÍ Pthitkbf leg Sg b" rp ipd ate dp ihe Dio ese” T MOUSE SPR elas iB RP Ee YD Poast st 
laid on the couch breathing lightly and waiting for the day to pass. At times we vould talk bum 4h 


i 
for the most part I would do my homework with cable television in the background. Her ١1720721٤8 ٦ 
would act up and Jesse would begin speaking about a phrase spurned by the tv tnat ehe'd hear, butf Tie 
REVEL VRRP ae ued ptaysd i blpnkly. ar t^s sei ldas This vou! do gepsato dt REL RY So ٣۶85189 AN 
was there to stay with her Because Bill, ber son, was out. "And he asked me to stay vitu you to š 
make sure you were ok" I'd always say the same words like a script, hoping she'd remember them. iy 
Like a routine, we'd have the same conversation. L would explain "I'm Mark, Bessie's son" She would say 
that she didn't know Bessie had a son and then ask me about my sister, - 

Whenever I was asked to mow the lawn, I'd have to take the keys so she wouldn't lock me out. Only ‘once 
did I spend an afternoon of her spitefully telling me to get out of her house, Bill would come back 
from the office or his golf date or whatever it was and apologize a good deal and explain to his 

mother that "you like Mark" It's trying but you just understand. Hands too tired to pull the elastic 

om underpants, 90 you'c have ro help her get started as she clutched the raile pur in on the sides of 

the upstaírs bathroom while she pleaded for help with A shaking In her voice. There was one time whe سو‎ 
nad to pick up her small pellets of feces, gagging and trying to put them in a shopping bag. 1 . 2 29 ہو‎ b 
didn't feel it was gross or degrading only that I knew it had to be worse for her. 

Her life was a slow shuffle, walking around her house hour after bour. Bedsores and shifting in and 
out of ber past as the slow durge of time trudges on. And you start to wonder if anyone's lívessart 
all that diff- Wim erent., Life seems so pointless. Maybe it's because we can't really do awy-ñ 
thing. Every- Aus thing just amounts to running around in circles, And you try to appreciate "i 

for what i v 1f you think about £t too hard, it seems foolish because wetate 

all finite. Maybe if we could figure out how to make it last L¿ 


we caud vee - out how to make it last we could find a point or a purpose 


it. We are all just sacks of water, responding to chemíca 

lous. Can we have moods? Dc we have any gay or are we 010 E d 
ie i 
ns 


ya reaction to a tabula,resa theory? ë 
fave the power oy naka 3٠ 


: med 
experiences, do wé pumed by our 


هړ 
But Still I run around, trying to squeeze everything I can out *‏ 
of it. It's a beautiful tragic disaster lived as a compromise, 4‏ 


: $ What will he accomplished if I spent my time crashing around, hollering =m 
| : fee, and somersaulting or if I slowly die behind closed doors with my lonely& P 

Ese a “son? I'm Sa fœ t tll in love with it though. It's something 3 ‘ 

'a"xvWe-45* CUT ; a see akin to وہہ پیج‎ socks on a frozen grey day. It just makesthinga Y . 
CORNER & EDGE- « z < not Zl ze feel as bad in some small way i cau we 2 t 

e 1 1 یگ‎ esM! appreciate what we can. And 1 d stili rather oe hold- 
BEUSHIO!' dng on 45 æi Sea fragile withering body than give that up for 
LF Nothingness? zause if I were in the same situation I'd wang. to 
. "hold onto even half forgotten memories. ùo s d 
- Looking out into the night on the first freight di 
train I ever hopped, 


past stranger's L 
ds and fields sparkling with a thousand 
second flashes of lightening bugs or bein 
young person ín the summertime eating . 


free ice cream with a prett irl and 
manger ine what it all means è Aud I get 


restless sometimes, cause I'm still 


$ 
رت‎ ng and full of blood.and even though Im 
not h selga w 
im. even haltwa them yeta jt f¢els - 


too short already. ng to 
be adventurebound.just so I don't have; 


to wait to have these memories calise E d 2 
most of the time I'm runging aroun 1 
t TUS ee what the fuck ita doing, uif 
and reall ust feeling lik MEAS. 
but that small stories and oA STE smilas Pd dumb 


and hand holding are all I have really. It's been a couple 
years since Jesse passed on. And I think it came as a 
relief for her son that he was released in a way. I 
hope he's out there tearing it up and laughing into 
US night with contempt. 
but I pore of know he's probably not. 
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